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DEDICATION. 


To  S4MUEL  STEPHENS,  Esq.  If.  P. 

TREGENNA  CASTLE,  CORNWALL. 

DEAR  SIR, 

THERE  is  something  so  despicable  in  adulation  that, 
in  endeavouring  to  avoid  the  very  appearance  of  it,  I 
may  possibly  fall  into  the  opposite  extreme,  and  neglect 
a  duty  which  justice  imperiously  demands. 

Whether  I  consider  your  character  in  a  senatorial  or 
domestic  light,  I  am  fully  sensible  that  the  highest  eulo- 
gium  would  not  be  misapplied,  but  I  shall  withstand  the 
strong  impulse  of  my  own  feelings,  through  the  fear  of 
doing  violeuce  to  your's. 


DEDICATION. 

Whatever  may  be  the  fate  of  my  little  volume,  I  shall 
find  it  a  source  of  pleasure,  when  I  consider  that  its  pub- 
lication has  afforded  me  an  opportunity  of  gratifying  one 
of  the  warmest  wishes  of  my  heart ;  I  mean,  by  evincing 
to  the  world^  in  this  simple,  yet  sincere  manner,  how 
truly  I  am, 

Dear  Sir, 
Your  very  faithful  and  obliged  servant, 

FORTESCUE  HITCHINS. 

St.  Ives,  September,  1810. 


PREFACE. 


IT  is  with  no  trivial  degree  of  anxiety  that  I  mate  my 
obeisance  to  the  public.  Like  a  youthful  actor,  on  his 
fitst  appearance  on  the  stage,  I  look  around  me  with  a 
sensation  of  dismay  ;  far  more  dreading  disapprobation 
than  anticipating  applause. 

It  has  been  my  object  to  inculcate  the  principles  of 
religion  and  virtue,  the  conviction  of  which,  in  some  de- 
gree, alleviates  my  fears. 

There  is  certainly  a  portion  of  responsibility  insepa- 
rably connected  with  the  character  of  a  writer ;  but  I 
deem  myself  too  insignificant  in  the  eyes  of  the  literary 
world  to  merit  its  attention  ;  I  may  therefore  hope  to 


PREFACE. 

escape  the  tempest  that  attacks  superior  talents,  and  to 
slumber  in  the  peaceful  vale  of  mediocrity. 

Jncubuit  nunquam  ctzlestisjlamma  salictis, 
Nee  parvi  frutices  iram  metuere  Tonantu 
Ingentus  quercus,  annosas  fulminas  ornos. 

CLAUD. 

May  I  but  please  my  subscribers,  and  I  shall  resign, 
every  pretension  to  higher  honours.  To  them  I  return: 
my  thanks,  experiencing,  at  the  same  time,  a  high  sense 
of  the  honour  conferred  on  me  by  people  of  rank,  ta- 
lents, and  respectability. 

I  cannot  conclude  without  apologizing  to  my  nume- 
rous friends  for  the  long  interval  which  has  elapsed  since 
the  appearance  of  my  "  Proposals."  Ill  health,  and  the 
distance  between  myself  and  my  printer,  must  plead  as 
an  excuse. 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


Sir  John  St.  Aubyn,  Bart.  M.  P.  20  copies. 

Captain  Joseph  Ayrcs,  Swansea,  3  ditto. 

Mr.  William  Allan,  St.  Ivcs. 

John  Anccll,  Esq.  sen.  Plymouth  yard. 

Mr.  H.  A.  Anecll. 

Mr.  Francis  Arthur,  Falmouth. 

Mr.  Andrew,  Rcdrulli. 

B. 

Sir  Joseph  Banks,  Bart.  President  of  the  Royal  Society, 

&c.  &<•,  \'c, 

Miss  Bamfyldc,  St.  Ives. 
Mr.  J.  Bazely,  St.  Ives. 
John  J}ay ford,  Esq.  23,  King-street,  St.  Jame* 

Hendon,  Middlesex. 
J.  Borlasc,  Esq.  M.  D.  Penzauce. 
Mr.  J.  Budge,  jun.  Camborne. 
Mr.  J.  J.  Borlaso,  solicitor,  Ditto. 
Mrs.  Bennett,  Ditto. 
Mr.  William  Blackburn,  Lonrfon. 
Mr.  Charles  Besley,  Plymouth-yard* 
Mr.  Bone,  solicitor,  Dock. 
Mr.  Bono,  surgeon,  Ditto. 
Mr.  Thomas  Billing,  Ditto. 


SUBSCRIBERS 


Mr.  J.  W.  Bozon,  solicitor,  Ditto. 
Mr.  William  Bnllocke,  Ditto. 
Mr.  A.  Banks,  Ditto. 
Miss  Mary  Bennetts,  St.  Ives. 
Mr.  Bennett,  Falmonth,  2  copies. 
William  Broad,  Esq.  Falmouth. 
Mr.  William  Bennetts,  Helston. 
Lieutenant  John  Boaze,  32cl  regiment. 
Miss  Bate,  Trennick,  Truro. 
Major  Browne,  CanousleigU  Abbey. 
Mr.  Bennett,  Plymouth. 

C. 

Rev.  Dr.  Cardew,  Truro. 
Mr.  J.  W.  Chilcott,  solicitor,  Ditto. 
Mr.  Cunnack,  Penzance. 
Mr.  Christopher  Childs,  Liskeard* 
Mr.Childs,  solicitor,  Ditto. 
Mrs.  Childs,  Ditto. 
Mr.  Thurston  Collings,  Ditto. 
Mr.  Jonathan  Clouter,  Plymouth-yard. 
Mr.  Thomas  Carham,  Totliill. 
Mr.  Henry  Colleyr  Dock. 
•Mr.  T.  Corham,  Ditto. 
Mr.  James  Cornish,  Ditto. 
Mr.  J.  Congdon,  Ditto. 
Mr.  J.  Chubb,  Ditto. 
Mr.  J:vmcs  Cornish,  Falmouth. 
Miss  Connell,  Marazion. 
V/illiam  Cornish,  Esq.  Ditto. 
Lieutenant  Cornish,  R.N.  Ditto. 
Ptlr.  Carne,  jun.  Penzance,  5  copies. 
Mr.  L.  Ccn^dou,  Dock,  6  ditto. 
Wr.  William  Colenso,  Penzance. 


SUBSCRIBERS 


Mr.  John  Curium- ,  I'.roago. 
Lieutenant  Edward  Collins,  K.  N. 

1). 

Tlt<>  Kight  Hon.  Lord  De  Dmistamilh-,  i>>  copies. 

Ralph  All.'in  Danidl,  Esq.  i\|.  i>. 

IMrs.  Dohlr,  St.  Fuock,  Truro. 

Mr.  Dunkan,  1'enzancc. 

Miss  Davey,  Rcdruth. 

Mr.  Stephen  Davey,  Ditto. 

Mr.  Dunning,  surgeon,  Dock. 

Dock  Reading  Society. 

Mr.  T.  Dikes,  Plymouth-yard. 

Mr.  S.  Ditdictt,  Hristol. 

Mr.  William  Dunstan,  Falniouth. 


Hugh  Edwards,  Esq.  Trenwith,  St.  Ives« 

Mr.  John  Eaudy,  CJambomc. 

Mr.  Edmonds,  solicitor,  Penzance. 

Mi.ss  Edo,  Li>ki-ard. 

Mr.  W.  Edge,  jun.  Dock. 

Mr.  Robert  Coovvay  Edmonds,  Sejttli  Pctlicrtou. 

F. 

Mr.  T.  Flindell,  Truro,  3  copies. 

Mis.s  Emily  Fox  Mylor,  Falmouth. 

Mr.  Frarcpton,  Dorchester. 

Mr.  W.  A.  D.  FothcriirSuain,  Dock. 

Mr.  G.  Foster,  Ditto. 

Mr.  E.  W.  Foster,  Ditto. 

lieutenant  Fortescue,  Nortli  Devon  regiment. 


SUBSCRIBERS, 


G. 

Pascoc  Grenfell,  Esq.  M.  P.  Spring  Gardens,  London, 

6  copies. 

Rev.  Mr.  Giddy,  Tredrea. 
Davies  Giddy,  Esq.  M.  P. 
Mr.  O.  Gluyas,  Mai  aziqn. 
Mr.  William  Gluyas,  Ditto. 
Captain  Thomas  Gundry,  Goldzitjmey* 
Miss  Gecn,  St.  Ives. 
Mr.  Guion  Mylor,  Falmoutli. 
Mr.  William  Glasson,  Cro\van. 
Mr.  Henry  Glasson,  Ditto. 
Mr.  Richard  Gyles,  St.  Ives. 
Peter  Glubb,  Esq.  Liskeard. 
Mr.  Charles  Ghent,  Ditto. 
Mr.  Gray,  London,  2  copies. 
Mr.  W.  C.  Gilson,  solicitor,  Dock, 
Mr.  William  Glencross,  Ditto. 
Mr.  R.  R.  Grose,  Ditto. 
Mr.  Gilbard,  Ditto. 
Mr.  William  Gray,  Exeter. 

H. 

William  Home,  Esq.  Liverpool,  20  copies, 

Sir  Christopher  Hawkins,  Bart  2  ditto. 

Joseph  Hocken,  Esq.  Falmouth. 

Miss  Hocken. 

Miss  Charlotte  Hocken. 

Miss  Augusta  Hocken. 

Rev,  R.  H.  Hitohins,  3  copies. 

Miss  Hidiens,  St.  Ives,  2  ditto, 

Mrs.  Halse,  Ditto. 

James  Halsej  Esq.  Ditto. 


• 
SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mr.  R.  Hichons,  Tim  London. 

Rev.  T.  M.  Ihtr!. 
Mr.  G.  W.  Hca, 

i  Harris,  Esq.  Rosewarne. 
Mr.  John  Hoskiu,  Camboiw. 
Mi>.  Hitchms,  St.  Ives,  6  copies. 
Mr.  Hosking,  jun.  Lclant,  St. 
Samuel  Hartley,  Esq.  London,  3  copies. 
Rev.  P.  F.  Honey,  Liskeard. 
John  Hill,  Esq.  St.  Thomas's,  Launcestoii. 
Mr.  S.  Hancock,  St.  Hilary. 
Mr?.  Hill,  Penzance. 
Richai  ,i  Hichens,  Esq.  Ditto. 

Mrs  George  Hichcns,  Ditto. 

Ri-v.  \h.  Hi  lit?,>,  rector  of  Pcrrannthnoe. 

Captnin  Hichens,  R.  N. 

Mr.  John  Hancock,  Plyniouth-yai'd. 

Mr.  Kotchkys,  Dock. 

Mr.  Hoxluud,  Ditto,  6  copies. 

Mrs.  J.  Harris,  Ditto. 

Rev.  Mr.  I!ockcii,  juu. 

Mi1.  Edmund  Hcnnah. 

Rev.  Mr.  Hocken,  rectory  Phillack  and  Garthianu 

Lieutenant  Richard  Hicks,  oist  regiment. 

Mr.  Joseph  Hocking,  St.  Ives. 

Mr.  William  Humphreys,  Ditto. 

Mr.  John  Kingston,  Ditto. 

Mr.  William  Harry,  Ditto. 

John  Hogs,  Esq.  Truro. 

Mr.  Anthony  Hart,  St.  Ives. 

Mr.  Richard  Hosking,  St.  Austle, 


SUBSCRIBERS, 


J. 

Mr.  Jenkyns,  St.  Ives. 

Mr.  Jenkyns,  jun.  Ditto. 

Rev.  R.  H.  Jenkin,  Condur row-House. 

George  John,  Esq.  Penzance,  3  copies. 

Mr.  Samuel  John,  Ditto,  3  ditto. 

Lieutenant  Edwin  James,  Indefatigable. 

Mr.  James,  Trevabyn. 

Mr.  Francis  James,  Helston. 

Mr.  James,  Starcross. 

K. 

Mr.  Francis  Knapp,  Camborue. 

Miss  Keast. 

Mr.  J.  Keast. 

Miss  Knight,  Redruth. 


Sir  William  Lemon,  Bart.  M.  P. 

Charles  Lemon,  Esq.  M.  P. 

George  Lumsden,  Esq.  Glasgow,  31,  Poultry,  London, 

2  copies. 

Francis  Stephens  Ley,  Esq.  St.  Ives,  3  ditto. 
Lieutenant  Lamberick,  R.  N.  Ditto. 
Dr.  Ley,  M.  D.  Abingdon. 
Miss  Elizabeth  Stephens  Ley,  St.  Ives. 
Mrs.  Lander,  Falmouth. 
William  Lander,  Esq.  Ditto. 
Mr.  Peter  Langford,  St.  Ives. 
Mr.  Laugdou,  4  copies. 
Mr.  Lanyon^  surgeon,  Camborne. 
Rev.  Mr.  Laffer,  Penzance. 
Abel  Lawrence,  Esq.  M.  D.  Liskeaid. 
Mi%  John  Lanyou,  Gwiiicar. 


SUBSCUTBEIiS. 


Mr.  William  Lancaster,  Dock. 
Mr.  Smith,  solicitor,  Ditto. 
IMr.  W.  D.Sdc,  ditto,  Ditto. 
Mr.  G.  Lyric,  Plymouth. 
Mr.J.  M.Lyne,  Ditto. 
Mr.  Charles  Lyne,  Ditto. 

M. 

The  Earl  of  Mount  Edgecombc. 

Dr.  Maskolync,  astronomer  royal,  Greenwich. 

Mrs.  Milktt,  Chiverton,  3  copies. 

William  Millett,Esq.  Ditto. 

Mr.  William  Henry  Millett,  Ditto. 

Mrs.  Massenher,  Marazion,  3  copies. 

Mr.  R.  Moyle,  surgeon,  Pcnzance. 

Mr.  M'Donakl,  St.  Ives. 

Rev.  R.  M'AH,  Ditto. 

Mrs.  MiiYtyn,  Ditto. 

Mr.  Mitchell,  jun.  lioskerris,  Ditto. 

IMr.  William  Mitchell,  Truro. 

JMr.  Alexander  M arrack,  IVuzance. 

Mr.  Francis  May,  Camborne. 

Mr.  Richard  Martyn,  St.  Mabyn,  Bodmin. 

Mr.  William  Musgrove,  Liskearcl. 

Mr.  Manico,  Plymouth-yard. 

Mr.  Mark  Morris,  Ditto. 

Mr.  Thomas  Martin,  Ditto. 

Mr.  James  Merrifieid,  Truro. 

Mr.  Moyle,  Mar.uion. 

Mr.  John  May,  St.  Ives. 

Mr.  Henry  Major,  Hellisvear,  Ditto 

Mr.  Hugh  Mason  Moyle,  Truro. 

Mr.  P.  IMojle,  F<nvrv,  r,  cr 

IMr.  Robert  Moon,  Iltraconibe. 

Miss  Morcoiii,  Whitehall;  Kedrutti. 


v 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mr.  Newton,  Camborne. 
Mr.  Nixon,  R.  N. 


N. 


O. 


Richard  Oxnara,  Esq.  High  Sheriff  of  Cornwall. 
Mr.  Joseph  Odgers,  Cambbrfie. 

P. 

Mrs.  Pym,  Riclgeway. 

Rev.  J.  Peter,  St.  Ives,  4  copies. 

Rev.  R.  Polwhele,  Kenwyn,  Truro. 

Mr.  Parkyn,  surgeon  of  his  Majesty's  ship  Caledonia. 

Mr.  William  Parkyn. 

Mr.  William  Pike,  Plymouth-yard. 

Mr.  J.  L.  Penfold,  Ditto. 

Lieutenant  J.  Priest,  R.  N. 

Mr.  William  Penaluna,  Helston. 

Mr.  Henry  Penberthy,  Ditto. 

Mr.  John  Provis,jun.  Truro. 

Mr.  Penny,  Sherborne. 

Mrs.  Paltock,  Dorchester. 

Miss  Pollard,  Dock. 

Mr.  H.  Penberthy,  Ditto. 

Mr.  John  Paschoe,  Exeter. 

R. 

Charles  Rashleigh,  Esq.  Duporth, 

.William  Roberts,  Esq.  Scorrien-House,  3  (Topics* 

Thomas  Robins,  Esq.  Liskeard. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Redfern,  St.  Ives. 

Mr.  Reynolds,  Pool,  Illogan. 

Mr.  Joseph  Reynolds,  Ditto* 


SUBSCIM  i 


Mr.  Jolin  Rule,  jun.  Camliornr. 
Mrs.  Reynolds,  I'ortreath,  Rednitli. 
Mi^  Kol.eris,  Dock. 
Mr.  Thomas  Rutger,  Clowaiu  • . 
Mr.  Raxvlc. 


Sir  Walter  Stirling,  Bart.  M.  P, 

Mrs.  Stephens,  Tn ••#  nna  Castle,  3  copies. 

Sanuul  Stephens,  Esq.  M .  P.  6  ditto. 

Rev.  Mr.  Stephens,  rector  of  Ludgvan,  -2  ditto. 

Augustus  Stephens,  Esq.  2  ditto. 

Mrs.  Scott,  St.  Ives,  3  ditto. 

E.  W.  Stackhousc,  Esq.  Pendavis. 

H.  Sandys,  Esq.  London. 

Rev.  Mr.  Sandys,  St.  Minver. 

Mr.  William  Stevens,  Trevalgan. 

Captain  Sampson,  Eliza,  packet. 

Mr.  Nathaniel  Sleeman,  Truro. 

Mr.  Samuel  Sampson,  London,  2  copies. 

Mr.  George  Simmons,  St.  Austle. 

T. 

John  Hearle  Tremayne,  Esq.  M.  P.  for  the  county  of 

Cornwall,  3  copies. 

Rev.  Henry  Hawkins  Tremayne,  Heligon. 
Mrs.  Tremenhere,  Trenear-Housc,  Penzaacc. 
Mrs.  P.  Tremeame,  St.  Ives. 
3Irs.  T.  Tremeame,  Ditto. 
Captain  T.  Tremeame,  Ditto. 
Mr.  C.  Trewhella,  jun.  Ditto,  j  eopii-i, 
MissTonkcn,  Ditto. 
Mr.  Tregurthen,  Lelant,  2  copies. 
Miss  TUouias,  Marazion. 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mr.  Thomas,  Falmouth. 

Mr.  Trenerry,  Truro. 

Mr.  John  Thomas,  Caraborne. 

Mr.  Charles  Thomas,  Ditto. 

MuJohnTippctt,  Liskeatd. 

Miss  Trickey,  Dock. 

Miss  Anne  Trickey. 

Miss  Jane  Trickey,  Plympton. 

Samuel  Trickey,  Esq.  his  Majesty's  dock-yard. 

Mr.  R.  Tarravvay,  Ditto. 

$lr.  R.  Thomas,  Dock. 

Mr.  Thomas  Tucker,  Bridport, 

Mr.  C.  Tink,  jnn.  Dock. 

Mr.  Andrew  Thomas,  Towcdnack,  St.  Ives, 

Mr.  James  Vivian  Tippett,  Falmouth. 

Mr.  Richard  Thomas,  jnn.  Falmouth. 

Mr.  William  Thomas,  jiiu.  Crovvao. 

V. 

Rev.  Mr.  Vincent,  Constantine. 

Mr.  William  Vivian,  Hayle. 

Matthew  Vivian,  Esq.  Rosewarne. 

Mr.  Joseph  Vivian,  Camborne,  2  copiei. 

Mi*. 'Nicholas  Vivian,  Ditto. 

Mr.  Henry  Vivian,  Ditto. 

W. 

Mrs.  Wallis,  St.  Ives. 
Thomas  Waliis,  Esq.  Ditto. 
Mr.  Frederick  Wallis. 
Miss  Williams,  Scorrier-Housc. 
Miss  Elizabeth  Williams,  Ditto. 
Jolm  Williams,  Esq.  Ditto. 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


Mr.  AValter,his  Majesty's  ship  Cambrian* 

Mr.  Winslaml,  Dock. 

Mr.  (i.Woodlcy,  Ditto. 

Mr.  William  Wynter,  Ditto. 

William  Wcstlake,  Esq.  Liskeard. 

Mr.  R.  Wearnr,  St.  Ives. 

Mr.  Wise,  surgeon,  Canibonu-. 

Rev.  Mr.  Williams,  vicar  of  St.  Kevcrnc. 


***  If  any  names  are  omitted,  it  must  be  attributed  to  inadvertency 
and  not  design. 


CONTEXTS. 


Tlic  Sea  Shore,       .....  i 

The  Adieu,                                       ...  51 

A  Sequel  to  the  Adieu,       -                        •           •  53 

On  Cruelty,                                      ...  55 

On  Happiness,        -  53 

Derwiu  and  Mora,  6i 

On  New  Year's  Day,  1802,  65 

Home,         •---••  68 

The  Moralists,        •           •           •           -           -  6'> 

William  and  Mary,  ?j 

Ode  to  Master  Griffeth  Cole,         -                       -  ?«j 

Morning,     -                       -                        -           -  83 

Evening,      -•--«•  85 

Absence,     -  86 

To  my  Heart,          -  87 

To  Laura  weeping,  88 

The  British  Oak,    -  «i> 

On  the  Escape  of  Simon,  a  Tame  Owl,  90 

Simon's  Reply,        -  92 

A  Song, 93 

Charity,  a  Sonnet,  94 

Sonnet  to  the  Rev.  R.  Polwhele,    -           -  95 

Sonnet,        ......  9<j 

Sonnet,       ......  97 


CONTENTS. 


True  Hope,  •           98 

Reflection,                                        -  -            -          100 

Reflection,               -  -            -          101 

The  Despairing  Lover,       -            ...  101 

A  Song,       -  -          103 

On  a  Lady's  Birth-Day,  January  1,  104 

The  Cock  and  the  Jewel,  106 

An  Invocation,        -  108 

TUe  Frogs  desiring  a  King,  109   . 

To  the  Morning  &tar,         -  112 

Sunset,        -                                   -  113 

On  the  Death  of  Mr.  James  Glencross,  -            -          115 

The  Wolf  and  the  Lamb,  11(5  > 

The  Crow  and  the  Cheese,  118 

The  Trumpeter  taken  Priooner,      -  120 

Natural  Philosophy,  122 

The  unhappy  Difference  between  'Twas  and  'Tis-,  123 

On.  Dr.  Tcapp's  Translation  of  Virgil,  -                       133 

On  the  noisy  Electors  of  a  Member  of  Parliament,        124 

To  the  Elegy-Makers  on  Miss  Cowley,  -                       124 

Epitaph  on  a  beautiful  Girl,  aged  17,  12;> 

On  a  Fanatic  Glutton,        -  I    > 

Epitaph  on  a  Misanthrope,  1 26 

Epigram,     -  126 

Epigram,     -  127 

On  the  Window-Tax,  127 

Consolation  for  neglected  Bards,  •          128  ' 

Charade,     -  128 

Consolation,                                     -  -            -          l'J9 

Myrtle  and  Sweet  Pea,        -  l.K)  ' 

OiV  the  Death  of  Ellen  ~      -  -          131 

The  Old  Man  and  Death,  -          132.' 

Tii-e  Maittof  the  IHouutains,      *-  -        "  -     '    Uj' 


rnvi 


Tho  Two  Fro?s,      .  -  -          138 

To  the  Patrons  of  the  Asylum  for  Female  Penitents 

at  Plymouth,        -  140 

A  SOMJJ, 
Reflections  occasioned  by  the  sudden  Death  of  Mi-s 

C .  144 

To  Laura,  on  the  approach  of  Winter, 
Zimmerman's  Cottage,  a  romantic  Retreat,  near  Pi  n- 

zance,      -  -  -  118 

To  Laura,  «  i  •>') 

Ideality's  Smile,       -  l.H 

The  Complaint, 
The  Seasons, 

Isabel,  i;,r 

Lines  composed  on  the  Sea  Shore,  -  -  160 

Lines  written  on  New  Year's  Day,  1810,  •          1(H 

The  Widowed  Thrush, 

A  Sonnet  to  Miss  H ,  of  Falmouth,  io.> 

The  Travellers  and  the  Bear,         -  -  16o 

On  the  Battle  of  Mondego,  -  16& 

An  Extempore  Etiusion,  on  hearing  that  Lord   DC 

Dunstanville    forwarded   Captain   I'ur»!i  \vith   his 

Dispatches,  relative  to  the  Battle  of  in  a 

Chariot  and  Four,  from  Portreath  to  "•  1  TO 

A  Tributary  Sonnet  to  his  Lordship,  l?  L 

The  Finale,  occasioned  by  sending  off  the  last  MSS. 

•Sheet  to  the  Printer,       -  179 


THE  SEA  SHORE. 


jT  ROM  scenes  where  nature,  with  unsparing  hand, 
Strews  fruits  and  flow'rs,  and  pours  her  babbling  brooks,. 
Pensive  I  stray.    My  steps  the  barren  sands 
(Tho'  barren,  not  unpleasing,)  oft  invite, 
Where  not  a  trace  is  seen,  save  the  light  print 
Of  sea-bird  ;  not  a  shrub,  but  what  the  surge 
Roots  from  the  gulph  marine,  and  rolls  on  shore. 
And  mock  me,  ye  !  who  like  the  pageant  fly 
Disporting  in  the  sun-beam,  wind  the  maze 
Of  madd'ning  fashion, — mock  me  as  ye  list, 
And  deem  the  man  a  maniac  who,  averse 
To  folly's  fantasies,  seeks  a  blank  waste, 
And  calls  it  Eden.    Such  are  nature's  charms,. 
In  all  her  vast  variety  of  works, 
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That,  whether  shapeless  rocks,  or  blossom'd  meads, 

Or  waves,  loud  howling,  meet  my  wandering  eye, 

I  feel  a  joy  sublime — a  transport  such 

As  nature,  and  she  only,  can  inspire. 

Farewell,  then,  splendid  ball-rooms  !  and  farewell 

Their  giddy  puppets!  Happier  far  the  man 

Who  in  reflection's  paths,  at  morn  and  eve, 

TJnnotic'd  wanders,  pondering  on  His  power 

Who,  into  being,  spoke  a  universe. 

At  His  command,  thro*  heaven's  ethereal  plains,. 

Forth  roll'd  obedient  worlds ;  some,  far  from  earth,. 

On  night's  dark  veil,  like  eastern  pearls,  to  shine  ; 

And  one — all-glorious — day's  majestic  sire 

To  reign,  unrivall'd,  in  a  brighter  sphere. 

With  awe,  with  love,  with  gratitude  impressed, 

I  gaze,  and  wonder ;  wonder,  and  adore. 

Oh  Gracious  Being!  "  Father  of  Light  and  Life,57 

Wonder  of  wonders  !  round  whose  radiant  throne 

Myriads  of  spirits,  in  harmonious  strains, 

Thy  greatness  celebrate  !     Creator !  God  ! 
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(Whate'er  thy  title  !)  oh,  in  mercy,  view 
Thy  prostrate  suppliant!  and,  whilst  bards  profane, 
With  Pagan  pomp  invoke  th'  unhallow'd  muse, 
Be  Thou  th'  august  inspirer  of  my  song. 

When  from  the  glowing  portals  of  the  east, 
Eclipsing  all  the  pageantry  of  kings, 
In  slow  and  solemn  state,  the  full-orb'd  sun 
Shoots  beams  of  splendour  o'er  the  dewy  scene, 
Tis  mine  to  quit  the  pillow  of  repose, 
(Enervating,  Inxmiously  enjoy  <]) 
And,  with  firm  step  and  panting  heart,  ascend 
Some  rugged  eminence ;  thence  gazing  far, 
Where  hills,  high  towering,  lift  their  misty  c-oncs, 
Her  ample  scope  imagination  takes, 
Strange  forms  depicting  in  each  changeful  cloud, 
And  soothing  sorrow  by  abstracting  thought. 

Sweet  arc  the  mingling  melodies  of  morn  ! 
To  him,  how  doubly  sweet !  to  whom  their  sounds 
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Were  once,  of  youthful  hours,  the  solace  soft, 

And  now,  no  sad  memento  of  the  past. 

Rous'd  from  lethargic  sleep,  up  spring  the  host 

Of  woodland  choristers,  each  emulous 

To  swell  the  concert ;  not  by  nature  stor'd 

With  tones  of  equal  softness,  hut  ordain'd, 

Each  in  its  native  note,  to  give  a  zest 

To  rural  pleasures,  when  the  heart,  at  ease, 

Prefers,  as  well  it  may,  such  strains  divine. 

To  all  the  high-flown  flummery  of  art. 

With  music  charm'd,  yet  cordially  I  greet 

Those  sounds  domestic  from  the  neighbouring  farm  — 

The  low  of  distant  kine,  the  bleat  of  flocks, 

The  milk-maid's  ditty,  and  the  herdsman's  song. 

Nor  less  amusing  is  the  artless  strain 

Of  wearied  fisherman  who,  raptur'd,  sees 

The  smoke  slow-rising  from  his  roof  obscure. 

Irksome  his  nightly  task,  his  gain  but  small, 

And  comfortless  bis  labour ;  but,  on  shore 

Connubial  joy,  prime  of  all  joys,  awaits  him. 
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Stalking,  all  wearisome,  in  pond'rous  boots, 
Beneath  his  hard-earn'd  prize,  I  sec  him  bent, 
(Sad  emblem  of  all  sublunary  wealth, 
Attain'd  by  pain,  and  painful  when  attained), 
Whilst  gay  and  sportive  as  the  wanton  sylphs 
That  lave  their  plumage  in  the  rainbow's  tints, 
Or  gambol  in  the  sun-beams;  fraught  with  health, 
His  blooming  children  welcome  his  return  ; 
With  outstretched  arms,  each  little  urchin  claims 
The  kiss  parental ;  while  the  careful  wife, 
Studious  to  please,  prepares  his  homely  fare  ; 
Tho'  homely,  sweet ;  and  such  as  suits  full  well 
The  sons  of  industry.    'Tis  order'd  thus, 
And  wisely  so,  by  Providence,  that  man, 
Whether  the  princely  robe  or  tatter'd  garb 
Envelope  him,  may  still  find  happiness. 
Comfort  and  joy,  to  no  one  state  confin'd, 
Are,  like  the  breath  of  heaven,  common  to  all. 
Yon  humble  cot  is  his.     Around  its  porch 
A  perfum'd  briar  and  flaunting  woodbine  spread, 
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Breathing  rich  odours.     There,  secure  from  harm, 
The  friendly  redbreast  rears  her  callow  brood, 
Repaying,  grateful,  with  her  magic  song, 
Man's  kind  forbearance.     Sacred  is  her  nest, 
On  pain,  as  grey-beards  dtern,  of  sad  mishap, 
And  happy  were  it  did  the  threat  prevail, 
And  prove  to  striplings  prohibition  strong 
'Gainst  annual  cruelty.     Its  owner's  wants 
This  snug  retreat,  with  well-stor'd  garden  grac'd, 
At  large  supplies  ;  nor  wishes  he  nor  needs 
More  splendid  dome  ;  but,  chearfully  content, 
Blest  with  that  health  which  temperance  bestows, 
Glides  gently  down  th'  unruffled  stream  of  time. 

Now  all  is  hush'd  and  calm,  and  scarce  a  sound 
Disturbs  the  excursive  mind.     So  smooth  the  sea, 
It  seems  a  mirror  of  ethereal  bine, 
Dappled  with  varied  plumage.     O'er  iis  plain 
Swift  wheels  the  timid  sanderling,  gregarious, 
I\imble,  alert,  and  mingling  on  the  shore 
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With  dottcrell  and  plover.     Swifter  still 
The  little  pettrell  wing-?  her  devious  flight, 
Presage  of  eoming  storms  ;  oft,  far  at  sea, 
Restless,  and  fearless  of  the  rolling  surge, 
She  skims  the  troublous  element,  well  pleas* J, 
And  glorying  in  the  tempest.     Silent  by  day, 
At  night  alone  her  shrill  and  clamorous  voice 
Scares  the  poor  seaman, — telling  him  of  storms 
O'er  the  dark  ocean  brewing.     Pois'd  aloft, 
Flies  the  voracious  cormorant ;  keen-ey'd 
And  watchful;  from  his  towering  height 
Down  darts  he  headlong  on  his  slippery  prey, 
Fleet  as  the  missile  arrow.     Soon  emergVI, 
Sparkling  with  pearls  aquatic,  he  devours 
His  finny  captive,  and  renews  the  chace, 
Till  nerveless  by  satiety  and  gorg'd, 
He  lies,  in  listless  torpor,  on  the  shore 
Full  easy  of  access.     His  kin,  the  shag, 
Low  in  the  water,  but  with  head  erect, 
Swims  stately  ;  diving  oft,  or  with  swift  flight, 
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Yet  awkward,  and  scarce  lifted  from  the  wave, 
Seeking  some  distant  rock,  where  long  she  stands, 
Flapping  her  outstretched  wings,  intent  to  dry 
Her  rusty  plumage,  saturate  with  brine. 
Nor  less  the  gull  amuses,  whom  I  view 
Urging  her  circling  flight ;  then  hov'ring  low, 
Dependant  on  the  bounty  of  the  tide. 
Oft  have  I  seen,  when  not  a  vagrant  cloud 
VciFd  the  blue  arch  of  heaven,  a  flock  immense 
Whirling,  in  strange  vagaries,  'midst  the  skies, 
'Till  to  the  aching  eye,  so  high  their  flight, 
They  seem'd  a  honied  swarm.     Such  images, 
Tho'  simple  to  the  thoughtless,  and  unmeet 
To  form  the  magic  of  the  poet's  song, 
Yet  seen  by  those  who,  from  the  creature's  powers 
Soar  to  the  great  Creator's,  they  delight, 
Give  birth  to  inspiration,  and  unfold 
The  wonders  of  a  world  surpassing  thought. 
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.  Less  known,  though  not  deserving  less  the  note 
Of  nature's  lovers,  native  of  northern  shores, 
Flies  the  fierce  gannet ;  numberless  their  flocks, 
And  so  expansive  that,  near  Boreas'  isle, 
Or  at  Saint  Ki Ida's,  hovering  o'er  some  bark, 
They,  from  the  startled  mariner  shut  out 
The  very  light  of  Heaven.     From  their  nests, 
In  countless  squadrons,  rising,  like  a  cloud 
By  whirlwinds  agitated,  they  astound 
The  fowler's  ear — the  fowler  who,  from  youth, 
Train'd  to  the  arduous  task,  quite  unappall'd, 
Looks  o'er  the  dizzy  precipice,  and  marks 
Where,  yet  to  flight  unequal,  lie  the  young. 
Suspended  from  the  summit,  he  his  course 
From  crag  to  crag,  with  friendly  pole  directs ; 
And  oft  'tis  his,  in  chearless  fissure  lodg'd, 
To  spend  the  livelong  night ;  shiv'ring  he  lies 
On  the  cold  flinty  rock,  like  one  immur'd 
In  death's  dark  dungeon.     All  is  drear  around— 
The  tempest  howls,  and,  louder  still,  the  surge 
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Bursts  on  the  rugged  shore.     With  vivid  flame^ 

The  lightning  to  his  frenzied  eye  displays 

The  elemental  war, — awfully  grand  1 

And,  as  appall'd,  he  shudders  at  the  scene, 

Her  magic  wand  creative  fancy  waves, 

And  brings  (oh  doubly  cruel  !)•  to  his  view 

Friends — native  home — and  blazing  hearth — and  all 

The  bland  endearments  of  domestic  peace. 

Painful  the  contrast !  Friends — ah  best  belov'd! 

Are  lost  for  ever  ! — Glows  that  hearth  in  vain  ! 

Nor  friends  beloved,  nor  cot,  nor  glowing  hearth. 

Shall  he  revisit  more !  for,  lo  !  a  shaft 

Of  arrowy  fire  (so  wills  Omnipotence !" 

And  dare  mankind  that  sovereign  will  arraign  ?) 

Down  hurls  him,  headlong,  in  the  gulph  profound. 

The  whirlwind  sleeps  at  last,  and  morning  bursts> 

In  rich  effulgence,  from  the  rosy  east, — 

Season  of  chear  fulness  !"    In  balmy  sighs 

Each  zephyr  whispers  peace;  each  dewy  flower 

Breathes  to  high  Heav'ii  its  modicum  of  praise, 
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And  nature  smiles  at  large ;— whilst  he,  alas ! 
A  spectacle  of  sorrow,  floats  forlorn, 
Recumbent  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 
He  never,  (mournful  word !)  he  never  more 
Shall  bare  his  bosom  to  the  upland  breeze, 
In  summer's  genial  warmth  ;  nor,  when  the  north 
Drives  forth  its  wint'ry  terrors,  sit  secure, 
Less  envying  than  envied,  in  his  cot. 

Friends  may  drop  oil",  yet  nature,  in  its  course, 
Proceeds  unshaken  ;  tho'  to  woe-worn  hearts 
JI<T  smiles  bring  more  of  bitterness  than  joy. 
E'en  kings,  and  kingdoms,  powerful  in  th'  esteem 
Of  grovelling  mortals,  meet  their  common  doom, 
Without  one  tribute  from  the  face  of  Heaven, 
For  Him  alone,  (the  Almighty  King  of  Kings — 
The  Everlasting  God — the  Prince  of  Peace,) 
For  Him  alone,  at  death's  desir'd  approach, 
Earth  trembled  to  its  centre.     On  the  cross — 
Amazing  thought !  Scorn'd,  mock'd,  and  buffeted 
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Scorn'd  by  rebellious  man — the  Lord  of  Life 
For  man  was  stretch'd.     Mysterious  sacrifice ! 
Well  might  th'  astonish'd  sun,  in  blackest  night, 
Its  splendour  bury.     Tenfold  darkness  reign 'd  ! 
Graves  set  their  prisoners  free.    The  temple  veil 
In  twain  was  rent ;  and  thro*  the  concave  dark 
Of  realms  ethereal,  with  unusual  roar, 
Loud  pealing  thunders  told  th*  eventful  deed. 
So  grand  a  subject  suits  not  muse  like  mine, 
But  may  it  ever,  as  my  days  glide  on, 
Sink  deep  within  me !     Scorn  it  ye  who  will ! 
This  is  the  rock  where,  careless  of  the  storm, 
Hope  builds  her  fane,  and  bids  us  welcome  there. 

Thrice  cruel  ye  !  who,  with  death-dealing  tube, 
Destroy  the  feathery  tenants  of  the  wave ; 
Harmless,  alive  ;  and  useless,  dead  ;  and  oft 
How  many,  wounded,  seek  some  nook  obscure, 
There  doom'd  to  waste  the  remnant  of  their  hours 
In  agony  severe !  whilst  on  the  cliff, 
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Helpless,  unfledg'd,  and  destitute  of  food, 

(A  prey  to  famine)  pine  the  wretched  young. 

To  spill  the  blood  of  innocence, — to  mar 

The  beauties  of  creation,  for  the  sake 

Of  satiating  the  follies  of  the  heart 

Is  base  !  and  tho'  thro'  customs  medium  view'd, 

It  seems  a  trivial  deed,  I  scorn  it. 

Oh  !  dove-ey'd  pity  !  never  may  I  stray 

An  exile  from  thy  paths — thy  primrose  paths, 

Where  mild  compassion  bathes  each  flow'r  with  tears,   ' 

And  wafts,  with  sighs,  their  odorous  sweets  to  Heaven. 

"When  relaxation  prompts  the  wearied  mind 

To  chearful  recreation,  be  it  mine, 

Guiltless  of  blood,  these  peaceful  shores  to  trace. 

More  pleas'd  I  feel  to  see  the  active  shrimp, 

Or  fish  minute,  or  crab  with  hostile  claw, 

Enjoying  life;  than,  with  destructive  aim, 

To  check  the  fluttVcr  in  its  midway  flight. 

Nor  less  amusement  springs  from  casual  search, 

Where,  mingling  on  the  sands,  ami  lightly  ting'd 
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By  nature's  matchless  pencil,  many  a  shell, 
Of  shape  most  fanciful,  neglected  lies, 
A  mute  defier  of  aspiring  art. 

But  hark  !  what  music  vibrates  on  the  ear  ? 
The  clear-ton'd  bugle  mellow'd  by  the  tide  ; 
O'er  which,  with  festive  vot'ries  mamitl,  and  cleck'd 
With  gandy  streamers,  gently  glides  the  yacht. 
There  was  a  time,  ye  gay  ! — bright  days  long  fled — 
When,  lost  to  thought,,  and  joyous  as  yourselves., 
I  mingled  in  your  frolics  ;  and,  like  you, 
IVe  stretched  me  on  the  rock,  and  deeni'd  my  fare, 
Tho*  cold  and  coarsely  serv'd,  a  luxury. 
;Such  are  thy  magic  charms,  variety ! 
And  such  thy  forceful  pow'r,  that  e'en  the  crag, 
Tho*  rough  and  barren,  and  unfit  for  rest, 
Seems  soft  as  down  to  those  who  own  thy  sway. 

Bent  on  such  healthfdl  pastime,  and  allui'd 
iBy  ocean's  azure  bosom,  placid  and  clear, 
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Where  not  a  zephyr  sported,  Edwin  once 
His  little  bark  put  forth.     Precious  his  freight, 
For  in  the  stern,  pleas'd  with  her  prattling  boy, 
Sate  the  lov'd  partner  of  his  joys  and  woes. 
Three  summer  suns  had  nurs'd  the  mantling  vine, 
Branching  luxuriant  round  their  snug  retreat, 
Since  at  the  altar,  with  that  pious  bliss 
Which  virtuous  love,  and  that  alone,  inspires., 
They  plcdg'd  their  sacred  vows.     Unlike  the  dupe* 
Of  strange  en  price,  whose  petulance  destroys 
All  hymeneal  harmony,  they,  doubly  bless'd, 
Knew  no  domestic  jars;  but,  like  two  vines 
Fragrant  and  blooming,  fondly  twin'd  their  arms 
Around  the  peaceful  olive.     But  of  joys 
(And  many  had  they,  and  still  more  deserv'd) 
Their  child — their  darling  Henry — stood  the  pri; 
Clear,  in  his  beauteous  form,  the  blended  charm- 
Of  Edwin  manly,  and  of  Ellen  soft, 
Were  starnptby  nature  ;  and  his  seraph  checks 
Outvied  the  vermeil  tints  of  orient  skies. 
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The  little  wanton,  peeping  o'er  the  bark, 
Delighted  saw,  reflected  in  the  tide, 
His  rosy  face,  returning  nod  for  nod, 
And  smile  for  smile ;  and  now  he  waves  his  hand—- 
Its hand  the  shadow  wav'd,  and  seenrd  to  greet 
The  one  that  gave  it  birth  ;  'till  (fatal  truth  !) 
The  infant  lost  his  poise,  fell  o'er,  and  sunk. 
In  vain  the  mother  shriek'd  ;  as  swift  as  light, 
The  frantic  father  leapt  into  the  tide, 
And,  diving,  found  his  child.     Oh,  blissful  hour, 
When  to  the  trembling  mother's  outstretch'd  arms, 
He  gave  their  heart's  dear  treasure  !     Yes,  he  gave 
And, — O  mysterious  Providence  ! — immerg'd 
Deep  in  the  stifling  element.    Ye  powers  I 
Ye  rulers  of  our  destinies  !  'tis  your's 
To  plan  in  wisdom,  past  the  search  of  man, 
What  best  befits  him  ;  be  it  his,  thus  blind, 
To  bow  obedient,  wonder  and  adore. 
No  more  rose  Edwin.     Death,  in  many  a  form, 
Stalks  round  the  world.     He  threatens  in  the  blast. 
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But  in  the  sun-shine  strikes.    Thrice  happy  he 
Who  claims  his  passport,  as  a  gilt  divine, 
And,  fearless  of  the  tyrant,  dauntless  cries, 
"  Death  vvhere's  thy  sting ?  and  where  thy  victory,  grave?" 
Such  is  the  wond'rous  texture  ut'  the  mind, 
So  exquisitely  line,  it  ill  can  bear 
Adversity's  rude  blast.     Reason  too  oft 
By  sudden  griefs  depos'd,  her  throne  resigns, 
And  madness  grasps  the  sceptre.     Ellen  thus 
Lost,  past  reprieve,  to  all  that  gladdens  life, 
Sunk  ere  relentless  time,  (time  that  on  man 
Pours,  with  inonarchial  hand,  his  wint'ry  snows  j 
Now  nips  the  vale's  sweet  lily — now,  austere, 
Like  autumn's  lightning,  lowers  the  kingly  oak,) 
Ellen,  thus,  felt  not  the  cutting  shaft  of  misery, 
But  sunk  to  second  childhood.     E'en  her  hoy, 
Edwin  in  miniature,,  whom  once  she  lov'd 
With  ardour  past  belief,  no  more  could  charm. 
An  outcast  from  the  world,  she  sought  the  shore, 
Strange  converse  holding  with  the  sullen  surge; 
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Or  weaving  garlands,  destitute  of  sweets, 

Of  weeds  uprooted  by  the  furious  wave. 

Sad  spectacle !  which  pity  views,  appall'd  ! 

Uurl'd  from  the  pinnacle  of  happiness, 

And  rational  delight,  down  the  dark  gulph 

Of  (worse  than  death)  unmeaning  idiotism. 

In  vain  the  kind  philanthropist  would  pour 

The  strain  of  consolation.     Deaf  alike 

To  clownish  mockery,  or  compassion's  voice, 

Her  days  in  ray  less  apathy  depart, 

Like  some  drear  wint'ry  morn.     Around  her  path 

The  mid-day  sun  its  glorious  beams  may  shed, 

But  not  the  darkness  of  her  soul  dispel. 

Nor  sun,  nor  moon,  nor  all  the  charms  profuse 

Which  plenty  pours  on  nature's  verdant  lap, 

Yield  pain  or  pleasure.     Ofr,  with  careless  hand, 

She  plucks  the  simple  wild-flow'r  from  the  steep, 

And  flings  it  to  the  gale, — her  own  sad  emblem  ! 

But  when  a  few,  few  fleeting  hours  have  pass'd, 

(And  pass  full  fleet  they  will)  the  warning  voice 
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That  call'd  thy  Kdwin  to  liis  long  rrj 
Shall  bid  thce  welcome  to  a  brighter  sphere, 
And  thou  (Oh  wonderful  exchange!)  shaltjoin 
In  choral  anthems  round  th'  Almighty's  throne. 
The  fond  idea  pleases,  that  in  Heav'n, 
Friends,  death  divided,  shall  again  renew 
Delightful  intercourse.    This  tender  thought, 
Midst  all  the  varying  miseries  of  life, 
Gives  birth  to  patience  ;  and  when  fate,  at  length, 
Overtakes  us  on  our  way,  this  tender  thought 
Divests  e'en  dissolution  of  its  fears  ; 
Imparting  bliss  where  terror  might  have  sway'd, 
And  shedding  radiance  o'er  the  gloom  of  death. 

Ripples  the  tide,  as  springs  the  wakeful  breeze, 
And  melting  murmurs  steal  along  the  shore. 
Welcome,  ye  healthful  zephyrs  !  sweeter  far 
Than  all  the  perfum'd  chambers  of  the  great, 
And  priz'd  by  me  before  the  balmy  gale 
Pregnant  with  inland  scents.     More  bracing  thou, 
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.Freighted  with  particles  saline  that  rise 
Salubrious  from  the  deep.     Urg'd  on  by  tUee 
I  see,  tho' scarce  descry'd,  a  distant  sail 
Far  in  the  blue  horizon.     Homeward  bound, 
Near  and  more  near,  enlarging  to  the  view, 
It  bends  to  port ;  and  now  meihinks  I  ken 
The  cautious  steersman  watchful  at  the  helm. 
Still  nearer  come,  I  hear  the  shout  of  joy 
Which,  ever  and  anon,  the  rocks,  the  caves 
Re-echo,  and  to  fancy's  ear  send  forth 
A  welcome  to  the  sea-burnt  mariner 
From  the  dear  land  he  loves.     With  eager  haste 
The  doubtful  girl  ascends  some  rocky  height 
T'  await  the  promised  signal.     Pants  her  heart, 
As  from  the  stern  the  soowy  kerchief  waves, 
Test  of  her  sailor's  safety.     Oh  !  what  nights, 
What  long  and  dismal  nights  has  she,  in  tears, 
Heard  the  loud  storm  without ;  while  busy  thought 
Turn'cl  to  the  boisterous  sea,  depicting  there 
Her  better  half,  on  floating  plank  outstretch 'd, 
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The  billows  buffeting.     Such  fears  has  love, 

That  tho'  the  south  wind  breathes  etlu  real  sweets, 

And  ocean  sleeps  serene,  }ct  fancy  still 

Finds  out  some  dungeon  where  the  clank  of  chains  . 

Bespeaks  the  lover  captive ;  or,  with  stripes, 

Driv'n  daily  by  the  fierce  Mahometan 

To  loathsome  labour.     But,  all  perils  o'er 

Of  winds  and  waves,  sails  furl'd,  and  anchor  cast, 

Swift  rows  her  hero  to  the  well-known  shore. 

Here  then  is  joy,  if  joy,  that  seraph  bright, 
So  seldom  found,  still  wanders  this  side  Hcav'ii : 
E'en  by  possession,  comforts,  hourly  known, 
Grow  comfortless.     Yes, 'tis  the  change  of  fate, 
The  sudden  change  from  sunshine  into  shade, 
From  shade  to  sunshine,  that  gives  instant  birth 
To  bliss  or  woe.    The  man  whose  even  path 
Ne'er  deviates  in  its  course,  a  torpor  feels 
Like  the  dull  sluggard  who,  on  bed  of  down, 
Dozes  his  life  unfeelingly  away. 
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The  lengthening  plain,  tho'  scatter'd  o'er  with  flow'rs, 

Soon  to  the  traveller  grows  wearisome  ; 

Its  sameness  tires  him,  and  he  longs  to  climb, 

Howe'er  laborious,  some  cloud-crested  hill, 

Whence  to  the  raptur'd  sight,  like  magic,  bursts 

A  variegated  scene.     Rather  than  stalk 

In  dull  rotation  round  the  fairest  walks 

That  ever  grac'd  a  garden,  let  me  stray 

O'er  roughest  rocks,  or  mount  the  highest  steep  ; 

Give  me  variety,  and  let  me  view, 

Not  merely  works  that  bear  the  stamp  confessed 

Of  nature's  elegance,  but  to  my  eye 

Spread  all  her  rude  magnificence — her  pomp, 

Grandly  unpolish'd,  such  as  speaks  the  hand 

Of  the  great  architect.     Hence  springs  true  joy  ; 

And  tho'  to  fashion's  minions,  who  seek  bliss 

In  tinselFd  trappings,  and  the  gadding  throng, 

It  seems  a  dull  pursuit, — I'd  not  exchange 

One  bare  iota  of  the  heav'nly  charms 

Which  intellectual  happiness  bestows 
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For  ages  of  their  pastime.    As  the  soul 
Outvies  the  body,  so  docs  rta><>u  soar 
Superior  to  the  fantasies  of  mirth. 

Man,  in  pursuit  of  gain  (that  darling  lure— 
That  universal  passion  that  pervades 
All  nations  of  the  earth)  dares  every  thing  ; 
Nor  storms  nor  hillows  scare  him.     Forth  he  drives 
Where,  like  vast  mountains  in  concussion  dire, 
Tli*  Atlantic  surges  rage  ;  nor  fears  he  more 
To  cross  the  hurning  Line,  or  at  the  Ind 
Bask  on  the  pestilential  shore.    Others, 
Deep  ia  the  howels  of  their  native  land, 
Dig,  careless  of  all  danger;  but  him  most, 
Him,  from  my  heart  I  pity,  whom  e'en  now 
I  see  suspended  from  yon  towering  cliff, 
AV  here,  whilst  overhanging  rocks  seem  frowning  death, 
Agulph  profound  lies  yawning  to  receive  him. 
'Tis  his,  sad  wretch,  thus  perilously  plac'd, 
To  gather  samphire  from  the  dizzy  steep, — > 
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A  treat  for  epicures.    See  how  he  toils, 
Blind  to  his  fate,  midway  'twixt  earth  and  Heaven. 
Around  him,  darting  in  disorder'd  flight, 
Th'  affrighted  raven  flaps  her  glossy  wings, 
Driv'n  from  her  nest,  and  fearful  of  th'  approach 
Of  wily  plunderer.     Her  mournful  croaks, 
Hateful  to  superstition's  blinded  throng, 
Portending  evil,  he,  undaunted,  hears  ; 
So  long  accustom'd  to  th*  unfriendly  sound, 
He  spurns  its  omens,  and  his  toil  pursues. 
Sweet  be  thy  sleep,  poor  labourer  !  and  sweet 
Thy  poor  repast !  for  thou  deserv'st  it  well ; 
And  may  soft  peace,  that  flies  the  dome  of  pride, 
Wave  her  white  pinions  o'er  thy  lowly  roof! 
In  such  a  spot,  on  a  small  jutting  shelf, 
I've  marked  some  harmless  lamb  fall'n,  past  relief, 
Deep  from  the  grassy  summit  where  it  graz'd. 
There  to  and  fro  he  wanders  mournfully, 
Casts  many  a  wistful  look  above,  and  cries, 
But  cries  in  vain ;  contending  winds  and  wuves 
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Drown  the  poorsufTrer's  plaint,  'till  by  despair 
Urg'cl  headlong  on,  with  meagre  famine  faint, 
Down  whirls  the  victim  in  the  foaming  surf. 
At  even-tide,  when  o'er  the  purple  west 
Streams  many  a  ray  of  glory,  from  his  cot 
Forth  plods  the  buskin'd  shepherd,  and,  with  eye 
Keen  and  accustomed  to  its  daily  charge, 
Counts  the  collected  flock  ;  his  loss  perceiv'd, 
lie  hies  him  to  the  cliff,  and,  with  deep  sighs, 

Sees  the  swoll'n  carcase  floating  on  the  waves. 

As  thus  his  fleecy  favourite  he  mourns, 

Doom'd  never  more  to  nibble  at  his  feet, 

Behold  his  sportive  child,  in  warm  pursuit, 

Fleet  as  the  fawn,    A  gaudy  butterfly 

Excites  the  chace,  and  swift  the  wanton  speeds. 

See  !  petrifying  sight!  how  close  he  scours 

The  very  borders  of  the  precipice  ! 

But  Providence,  all-gracious  as  all-wise, 

Directs  the  painted  flutt'rer  from  the  brink, 

And  saves  its  tiny  hunter.    Fir'd  with  joy, 
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Th'  astonish'd  shepherd,  darting  from  the  clift^ 
Clasps,  with  parental  fervour,  to  his  breast 
His  rescu'd  innocent.    "  O  Lord,"  he  cries, 
(Lifting  his  eye,  in  pious  pray'r  to  Heav'n) 
"  Oh,  in  thy  dispensations,  let  me  learn 
"  Submission  to  thy  will ;  nor  let  the  loss, 
"  However  great,  of  what  the  world  calls  good, 
<c  Create  ingratitude.     My  flock  was  large  ; 
"  I  mourn'd  a  fallen  lanib ;  and  as  my  heart, 
<e  By  nature  base,  and  covetous  of  gain, 
<f  Murmur'dj  rebellious,  at  thy  sovereign  will, 
"  Thou,  in  thy  love,  didst  send  this  mild  rebuke, 
"  And  bid  my  child  impress  it  on  my  soul." 

From  rocky  eminence  and  scenes  of  woe 
That  melt  the  heart  to  pity,  I  descend 
With  step  mistrustful.     Now  the  ebbing  tide 
Leaves  a  smooth  plain,  untrodden  yet  by  man, 
Scattered  with  shells  and  pebbles,  and  with  weeds 
Branching,  luxuriant, 'in  ten  thousand  forms. 
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An  exile  from  the  tumult,  much  I  like 
Around  these  sands,  in  pleasing  reverie, 
Pensive  to  wander;  and,  with  ferrell'd  cane, 
Pourtray  fantastic  images,  or  trace 
The  names  of  those  I  love;  names  doubly  dear, 
But  soon  to  be  effac'd  ; — not  so  the  charm 
Imprinted  on  my  soul.     Ah  no!  that  charm, 
Nor  change  of  scene  or  fortune  shall  erase. 
My  Mary  !  best  of  friends  !  of  whom  the  fates 
Have  robb'd  me  long, — it  seems  but  yesterday 
Since  on  the  shore  which  Austral  billows  lave, 
We  sought  the  Grot  of  Sharroic.    Pleasure  then 
Strew'd  fragant  flow'rs  around  me  ;  but,  alas  ! 
Fled  are  those  days,  and  wither'd  all  those  flow'rs, 
Like  leaves  autumnal  scatter'd  by  the  blast. 
The  Grot,*  though  pleasing,  and  for  thy  sake  lov'd, 


*  Sharrow  Grot  is  indebted  both  to  nature  and  art  for  its  construction. 
It  is  situated  near  the  bottom  of  a  cliff,  about  three  or  four  miles  west  of 
Plymouth-Dock.  The  prospect  from  its  entrance  is  truly  sublime  anJ 
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Less  suits  my  fancy  than  this  chasm  immense— 

This  rifted  cavern  which  t  now  explore  ; 

Awfully  silent !  not  a  sound  is  heard, 

But  drops,  slow-falling  from  its  mighty  curve, 

By  warmth  unvisited.     In  such  a  place, 

So  grand,  so  gloomy  !  with  such  dubious  light 

Surrounded,  well  might  superstition  hold 

Her  mystic  orgies  ;  and  the  ghastly  crew 

Attendant  on  her  steps, — goblins  arid  sprites  unblest— - 

Perform  their  midnight  spells,  whilst  the  black  storm 


beautiful  ;  on  either  side  expands  the  extensive  Bay  of  Whitsand,  termi- 
nated by  distant  promontories.  Much  labour  and  perseverance  must 
have  been  necessary  in  bringing  its  internal  part  to  the  state  in  which  it 
appears  at  present,  and  those,  I  believe,  were  bestowed  on  it  by  a  gentle- 
man of  the  royal  navy,  who,  on  retiring  from  that  arduous  profession,  de- 
dicated his  leisure  hours  to  the  task  of  converting  a  rude  excavation  into 
a  convenient  asylum  both  for  the  solitary  student  and  the  lovers  of  con- 
viviality. In  the  centre  stands  a  massy  oak  table,  ornamented  (or  rather 
disfigured)  as  might  be  expected,  with  innumerable  names,  carved  on  it 
by  occasional  visitors.  Around  this  table  is  a  seat,  formed  out  of  the  solid 
rock,  and  on  the  sides  and  top  of  the  Grot  are  several  copies  of  verses, 
composed,  I  am  told,  by  its  late  owner,  and  which  are  by  no  means  inap- 
posite to  tlit  situation. 
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Ilowl'd  horribly  ;  but,  inaugre  nurses  sage, 

I  yield  no  credence  to  such  impious  ID 

But  boldly,  tho*  with  cautious  step,  advance 

Far  in  the  solemn  gtilph.     At  ev'ry  step, 

If  chance  I  stumble,  or,  in  softest  note*, 

Give  birth  to  speech,  the  cave  reverberates, 

'Till  oft  I  start,  as  if  some  other  voice 

Came  from  its  dark  recess.     Not  always  thus 

The  scene  of  studious  solitude;  when  night 

Adds  tenfold  to  the  gloom,  a  host  of  seals, 

Uncouth  and  sprawling,  from  their  enemies    . 

Seek  shelter  here  ;  but  shelter  seek  in  vain  ; 

For  well  their  hunters  know,  and  knowing  seek 

TV  accustom'd  haunt,  and,  nrm'd  with  massy  clubs, 

And  waving  each  a  torch  most  luminous, 

They  rush,  with  horrid  shouts,  into  the  cave  ; 

Out  dash  the  brutes,  amphibious,  with  a  force 

First  irresistible  ;  but  oft  the  i\ 

(TV  affrighted  young)  repays  the  hunter's  care. 
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Retreating  from  the  chasm,  meridian  beams 
Burst,  dazzling,  on  my  sight.     From  school  releas'd, 
A  joyous  troop,  adown  that  winding  path, 
Push  forward  briskly,  'till,  the  sand  attained, 
They  scamper  gaily  o'er  the  level  beach  ; 
And  now,  each  vest  with  eagerness  thrown  off, 
Swift  to  the  tide  they  rush,  and,  pleas'd,  immerge 
Beneath  the  clear  blue  wave.    Thus  frolic  they ; 
Some  pois'd  on  buoyant  corks  ;  whilst  others,  skill'd, 
Disdain  assistance,  and  push  off  unscar'd. 
Be  cautious,  parents!  (dangerous  as  it  seems) 
To  check  th'  ambition  of  aspiring  youth  ; 
But  let  them,  fir'd  with  energy,  attempt 
To  cleave  the  liquid  tide.    The  art,  once  known, 
May  prove,  as  oft  it  has,  a  fatal  gift 
To  the  unwary  ;  but,  still  oft'ner  bless'd 
With  bright  success,  it  snatches  from  the  grave 
All  that  is  dear  to  friendship  and  to  love. 

Here  cease  my  wanderings,  'till  the  oppressive  sun 
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Down  its  bright  path,  in  gradual  pomp,  declines. 
Shorn  of  its  noonday  beams,  once  more  I'll  stray, 
A  willing  slave  to  nature's  mate-bless  charms. 
Methinks, 'tispflsf/    Time,  with  unusual  flight, 
Has,  with  a  moment's  swiftness,  wing'd  its  hours, 
And  coolness  reigns  around.     Its  burnish'd  leaves 
The  kingcup  closes  ;  and  each  humble  flow'r 
That  'neath  the  hawthorn  hedge  unnotic'd  grows, 
Is  gemm'd  with  dewdrops.     From  the  topmost  spray 
Of  tow'ring  elin  the  speckled  thrush  pours  forth 
A  plaintive  requiem  to  departing  day. 

Balm-breathing  evening  !  soul-inspiring  hour! 
At  whose  command  the  galling  chain  is  snapp'd 
Of  toilsome  servitude  !  thy  swift  return, 
Joyous,  I  hail.     Beauteous  in  mingling  tints, 
Celestial  purple  and  resplendent  gold, 
I  see  thy  glowing  car,  like  that  of  peace, 
By  doves  led  forward  thro'  the  western  sky ; 
Less  dazzling  than  Aurora's,  but  more  priz'd 
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By  such,  as  straying  thro'  the  haunts  obscure 

Of  silent  solitude,  court,  like  myself, 

The  favours  of  the  muse.    Tho'  village  sports 

Delight  me  much,  when  on  the  level  green. 

Old  age  applauds  the  revelry  of  youth, 

Yet  more  I  like  th'  accustom'd  steep  to  cliunb, 

And  ponder  on  the  beauties  of  the  shore. 

The  tide,  receding,  leaves  a  rugged  path 
To  grand  St.  Michael  ;*  island  twice  a  day, 
And  twice  peninsula — renowii'd  in  song. 
In  days  of  yore  (so  superstition  tells) 
This  hoary  monument  of  nature's  skill, 
Deep  in  a  reverend  grove  of  aged  oaks, 
Rear'd  its  bold  front.    Not  crown'd  with  castles  then, 


*  St.  Michael's  Mount,  well  known  and  universally  admired  as  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  objects  in  Cornwall.  So  many  authors  have  given  a. 
description  of  it,  as  to  supersede  the  necessity  of  any  further  additioa 
from  so  humble  a  pen  as  mine. 
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Nor  at  the  northern  hase  u  busy  scene 
Of  hustling  commerce, — but  the  still  retreat 
Of  pious  pilgrims,  or  of  Druid  priests, 
Who,  breathing  forth  ejaculations  strange, 
Worshipped  their  God  amidst  the  solemn  gloom. 
Pond'ring  on  records  such,  sweet  spot,  I  love 
(The  task  tho'  arduous)  to  ascend  thy  sides, 
Where,  midst  romantic  rocks,  on  bed  of  down, 
The  fragrant  bluebell  lifts  its  nodding  head  ; 
And  there  the  seapink  blossoms, — modest  flow'r, 
That  bears,  unhurt,  the  fury  of  the  gale. 
These  will  I  cull,  and  for  my  Anna  form 
A  perfum'd. garland — emblem  of  herself — 
Simple,  yet  elegant,  and  nature's  pride. 
Accept,  dear  girl,  this  tribute  of  my  love—- 
This grateful  tribute.     In  my  own  esteem 
Thy  name,  to  page  of  mine,  gives  honour  more 
Than  all  the  titles  ever  monarch  held  ; 
And  thoushalt  still,  tho'  other  themes  arise, 
(Themes  less  enchanting  than,  thy  lovely  self,) 
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Unrivall'd,  thou  shalt  still,  'midst  all  my  toils, 

And  all  my  mental  wanderings,  preside 

The  master-thought.    Would  thou  wert  at  my  side 

To  gaze,  enraptur'd,  at  this  spacious  bay, 

And  crown,  with  smiles,  the  pleasure  it  inspires. 

Heav'ns  !  what  a  varied  prospect !  In  a  curve* 

Majestically  grand,  a  range  of  hills 

Forms  a  vast  amphitheatre.    Below 

Lie  towns  and  hamlets,  villages  and  groves, 

So  closely  mingling,  yet  with  such  a  grace, 

That  each  to  each  a  mutual  charm  affords. 

Yon  slender  spire,  upshooting  from  the  grove, 
Points  out  my  birth-place  j  dear,  deserted  spot ! 
Hilaria !  where,  in  youth's  elysian  days, 
I  join'd  the  rustic  striplings  in  their  games  ; 
Not  dreaming  then  that  ever  time  would  come, 
Or  come,  alas  !  so  soon,  when  I  should  call 
No  more  by  that  endearing  name  of  home, 
The  vicar's  well-known  roof! — but  coine  it  is, 
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rith  sorrow  on  its  wings,  like  a  fierce  blast, 
Withering,  at  once,  ray  pleasures  and  my  liu; 
Ah  sainted  parent!  if  thy  blissful  shade 
Hovers,  a  guardian  angel, o'er  my  path, 
Teach  me  thy  lov'd  example  !  Let  me  feel 
That  virtuous  impulse,  and  the  force  divine 
Of  piety  like  thine.     This  humble  verse 
But  ill  records  thy  worth ;  but  thou  shalt  live 
As  long  as  memory  lasts,  stampt  deep  in  hearts 
That  knew  thy  bounties, — guardian  of  the  poor ! 
Whilst  science,  drooping  o'er  thy  hallow'd  tomb, 
Sheds  many  a  tear,  and  consecrates  thy  dust. 
But  thine  was  not  that  learning  which  the  world, 
Warp'd  by  the  force  of  vice,  unjustly  terms 
Philosophy ! — a  system  of  deceit 
That  lures  th'  unwary  from  religion's  paths, 
To  stray  in  dark  delusion.     Such  there  are 
Who,  madly  trusting  to  its  idle  dreams, 
Would  doubt  th'  existence  of  a  pow'r  divine, 
And  shut  out  immortality  from  man. 
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No  !  tho'  'twas  thine  to  trace,  with  skill  exact, 

Thro*  telescopic  tube,  th'  evolving  orbs 

For  ever  varying  in  their  heav'nly  course — 

Tho'  thou,  with  judgment  deep,  didst  pore  profound 

On  sciences  abstruse,  nor  lose  the  clue 

Which  penetration  gave  thee  to  explore 

The  labyrinth  of  knowledge, — yet  thy  heart, 

By  infidelity  untainted,  felt 

Conviction  strong,  that  et  Christ  was  all  in  all," 

And  all  besides,  unstable  and  unmeet 

'  To  smoothe  the  pillow'  of  departing  life.* 


*  I  cannot  so  far  resist  the  strong  impulse  of  filial  pride  as  not  to  trans- 
cribe from  the  Weekly  Entertainer  an  elegant  tribute  to  the  memory  of  my 
late  worthy  father.  It  appears  under  the  head  of  Biographical  Notices.— 
"  The  lo.ss  of  the  late  Malachy  Hitchins,  of  St.  Hilary,  in  Cornwall,  is,  per- 
haps, more  lamented  by  all  denominations  of  people,  than  that  of  any  indi- 
vidual of  his  rank  for  many  years  in  this  country.  To  all  who  knew  him  as 
a  man,  a  clergyman,, or  an  author,  he  is  the  subject  of  pleasure  and  of  sor- 
row ;  of  pleasure  from  the  recollection  of  integrity,  Christian  simplicity, 
and  genuine  benevolence— his  pastcral  assiduity  and  sincerity— his  genius 
and  learning ;  :.6f  sorrow,  from  the  'sad  consideration,  that  all  his  good 
qualities  and  virtues  and  talents  are  now  no  more,  and  can  hardly  bt>  ro- 
placed  perhaps  by  another !" 
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"Farewell  !  them  murh-lov'd  village  !  thoti  Ir.ist 

For  ever  lost  the  pow'r  of  charming  mo  ! 

Thy  peaceful  rustics,  and  thy  lowly  ro 

And,  more  than  all,  half  hid  with  stately  elms, 

}Jy  native  dome,  with  garden  stretch'd  behind,  — 

A  second  Eden  !  all  conspire  to  dart 

An  arrow  thro'  my  soul.     Pain'd  with  the  thought, 

The  recollection  sad  of  those  gay  hours, 

Now  vunish'd  like  a  dream,  when,  free  as  air, 

I  danc'd  along  the  meadows,  and  oft  inark'd, 


"  TUat  the  Rev.  Malarhy  Hitching,  of  St.  Milan-,  (said  Mr.  T'ohvhcle, 
before  his  (loath)  is  a  man  of  science,  is  universally  acknowledged  ;  and 
my  intimate  acquaintance  \vith  him  enables  me  to  add,  that  tlic  urtunity 
of  his  manners,  his  friendly  disposition,  his  candour,  ami  mmlc.st  <i> 
mcnt,  contribute  not  less  to  the  comforts  of  private  life,  than  hi*  ,>iiilo.-n- 
phical  researches  to  the  public  instruction  an>l  fHtrvtamment.  In  tin  \u- 
niril  R<'L,i.trr  ior  17(i  j  \\;i-,  published  an  account  of  a  remarkable  meteor, 
iMiiunicatcd  by  i\ir.  Hitcliins,  who  saw  it  in  the  December  01 
i  liidcibrd.  In  tiic  Philosophical  Ti\Misactiu.:s  we  have  several  in- 
penioiis  roiuinunicatioiis  of  IMr.  Hitchins ;  and  in  the  present  work  I  am 
indebted  to  him  for  niueli  information." 

See  Pohchcle's  Literary  Characters  qf  Cornwall,  p.  107. 
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At  morn  and  eve,  the  first  and  last  bright  ray 

Gilding  the  slender  spire.     Pain'd  with  the  thought, 

I  dare  not  dwell  on  memory's  mournful  page, 

But  bend  to  happier  scenes  my  tearful  eye. 

Tho'  serious  thoughts  give  vigour  to  the  sou], 

Uplifting  it  from  sublunary  views, 

To  realms  immortal — yet  to  sink  supine, 

Beneath  the  weight  of  sorrow, — to  indulge 

In  melancholy  musing,  past  relief, 

Or  such  as  death,  and  death  alone,  can  cure, 

Becomes  not  Christians.    Such  as  bear  that  name, 

And,  bearing,  honour  it,  may  weep  awhile 

When  adverse  fortune  meets  them  ;  but  soon  pois'd 

On  wings  of  faith  above  the  pelting  storm, 

They  bid  defiance  to  its  threatful  rage, 

Smiling  as  one  who,  after  wint'ry  skies, 

Sees  spring  light-tripping  o'er  the  daisied  mead* 

The  voice  of  mirth  prevails — the  shore  resounds — 
And,  wreath'd  with  full-blown  ftow'rs,  the  motley  throng, 


THE    SEA    SHORE.  39 


Enjoying,  all,  unchecked  festivity, 

Their  annual  rites  renew.     Sweet  June,  (o  thee !    . 

Fairest  of  months,  outrivalling  e'en  May, — 

To  thce,  sweet  June !  this  honour,  justly  due, 

Cornubia  pays,  peculiar  to  herself. 

All  have  their  lots  assigned.    The  bonfire  these, 

And  those  the  torches  form.     Others  the  pole, 

With  tarry  barrel  capt,  lift  high  in  air, 

Till  deep'ning  shades  give  signal  for  dispatch  ; 

Then,  swift  as  thought,  the  conflagration  spreads, 

Setting  the  sandy  concave  in  ablaze, 

Midst  shouts  reiterated.     Grand  the  scene ! 

Tho'  fearful  to  the  tar  who,  far  at  sea, 

Views  a  long  shore  enveloped  thick  in  flames. 

Nor  noisy  squibs  are  wanting,  uor,  sublime, 

Th'  imperial  rocket,  which,  with  hissing  sound, 

Miagles  its  scintillations  with  the  stars. 

But,  like  all  human  pomp — a  fleeting  boast — 

Fire  after  fire  less  luminous  appears, 

Till,  all  extinct,  the  shouting  crowd  retire, 
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Winding  a  lengthening  dance  along  the  shore. 

As  ages  roll  away  they,  on  their  wheels, 

Bear  off  those  customs  which,  in  days  of  yore, 

Our  ancestors,  with  pious  care,  observ'd. 

E'en  this,  and  such  as  this,  that  knows  no  stain 

Of  rude  barbarity,  but  gives  a  stamp 

Distinguishing  each  nation  by  its  games, 

I  would  preserve.     Mankind,  tho*  polish'd  now, 

Proud  of  inventions  novel,  need  not  blush 

As,  gazing  on  the  retrospect,  they  view 

Deeds  which  their  forefathers  blush'd  not  to  own  ; 

Deeds,  simple  in  themselves,  but  less  deprav'd 

With  soul-seducing  luxury.     The  arts 

Tho'  much  I  reverence,  and,  with  pleasure,  mark 

Their  swift  advance,  yet  grieve  I  to  behold 

Refinement  such  as  lures  the  youthful  heart 

To  sin's  illusive  paths.     Rather  than  lose 

One  spirit  in  the  vortex  of  that  stream 

Which,  like  a  wint'ry  torrent,  headlong  pours 

From  vanity's  polluted  source, — return 
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Antiquity — those  infant  arts  return, 

Just  bursting  from  the  bud.     Let  innocence, 

With  peace-diffusing  piety,  return. 

The  world  without  them  is  a  world  of  woe, 

Where  riot  lifts  his  giant  arms  on  high, 

And  smites  the  helpless.    Oh  !  would  man  but  stray 

A  pilgrim,  like  myself,  in  solitude  ; 

Would  he  but  gaze  attentive  at  those  orbs, 

Spangling  the  arch  of  Heaven, — surely  his  heart, 

If  cased  not  fast  in  steel,  would  feel  a  glow 

Of  rapture  reverential !  Ev'ry  knee 

Would  bow  submissive,  ev'ry  tongue  shout  forth 

The  goodness  and  the  glory  of  its  God. 

And  thou,  fair  moon,  the  earth's  satellite  ! 

Holding  high  influence  o'er  the  dubious  tide, 

E'en  from  the  dawn  of  reason,  when  fond  love 

First  to  my  view  spread  all  its  blandishments, 

Much  hast  thou  charm'd  me,  for  'tis  thine  to  soothe 

(Ah  scarcely  credible  !)  such  griefs  as  mine. 

Thy  lambent  light,  now  shooting  o'er  the  deep, 
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In  sportive  undulations,  yields  fllesdul 
The  blended  sweets  of  memory  and  hope. 
The  wanderer's  step,  at  such  an  hour  as  this, 
The  shore  may  well  invite  ;  sb  caltri  the  Scene, 
That  minds,  by  force  of  symprttlty,  enjoy 
Serenity  divine.     But  not  o'er  all 
Hast  thou,  refulgent  c/rb,  such  influence  ; 
Tlie  captive  warrior,  pent  in  dungeon  dark, 
Sees  thy  faint  glimmerings  thro*  its  rmtssy  grate, 
And  fancying  that  on  AlbidJiV  happier  sho'f-e, 
Parents,  or  friends,  or  loVers  view  at  large 
Thy  unshorn  beams,  and  viewing  thc-e,  lament., 
With  tears  of  bitter  anguish,  that  Ms  fate 
Alone  precludes- enjoytlieiit  of  their  bwfi  5 
He  feels  the  sad  reality,  atitl  droops, 
A  grief-worn  hero1,  like  olir  native  oak 
Assaulted  by  the  blast.     Ill  brodks  Ills  soul 
The  taunt  of  centinel.     His  fare  111  suits 
A  being  nurs\l  on  plenty's  lap  j/rofuse. 
Pull  dull  and  Weaiily  the  ling'rlhg  hours 


•ilii.    SEA 


Protract  returning  freedom.     Not  e'en.  0'ght, 
That  brings  soli  solace  to  misfortune's  ^ 
Brings  aught  to  him  but  chcarjcss  solitude. 
Yet  sleep  awhile  befriends  him  ;  wearied  out 
With  fruitless  reveries  of  past  delights, 
Of  present  sorrows,  and  of  woes  to  come, 
He  turns  dejected  to  his  strawy  couch, 
And  yields  to  slumber  ;  then  tl>'  excursive  soul, 
Spurning  all  bonds,  evades  the  curse  of  war, 
And,  swifter  than  the  arrowy  shafts  of  light, 
.Parts  to  its  naiive  shore.     Sweet  dream,  but  faithless  ! 
Transported  from  his  cell  now  wanders  he, 
Emancipate,  while  doubly  piiz'd  appear, 
From  contrast  sudden,  freedom's  fair  domains. 
Wrapt  in  tlic  bos,om  of  domestic  peace, 
And  fir'd  with  exuJjtajtjou  at  the  warmth 
Of  love  paieutal,  or  of  long-lost  joys 
Which  hymeneal  harmony  imparts, 
His  big  heart  beats  with  gratitude  divine. 
Starts  the  full  tear  which  sudden  rapture  yields, 

F  2 
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And  sweets,  once  cheap  in  estimation,  gain 

A  worth  unknown  before.     Short  respite  from  despair  ! 

Too  swift,  poor  dreamer,  thy  enchantment  flies  1 

Too  soon  the  dread  reality  returns. 

Yon  misty  halo  circling  round  the  moon, 

The  shrill  voiced  storm  bird,  and  the  moaning  breeze, 

Bespeak  the  spirit  of  the  tempest  near. 

And  hark  !  resounding  from  the  gloomy  south, 

Th'  approaching  thunder  rolls  its  troublous  course, 

Whilst  vivid  flashes,  from  th'  electric  cloud, 

The  shrouded  Heav'ns  illume.     Rous'd  from  his  dream, 

The  trembling  captive  starts ;  whilst  near  his  grate, 

In  quick  succession  darting,  flash  after  flash, 

Shews  all  the  horrors  of  his  dull  abode. 

And  dost  thou  murmur  ?  Seems  the  will  of  God 

Unjust  or  partial  in  th'  events  of  time  ? 

Art  thou  alone  stretch'd,  trembling,  on  the  rack 

Of  black  misfortune  ?     Turn  thy  rolling  eye 

To  where,  high-lifted  on  th'  impetuous  surge, 

Yon  shattered  vessel  drives,    The  frequent  gun 
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Bespeaks  distress,  but  fruitless  its  report ! 

Urg'd  by  the  bellowing  blast,  which  all  the  arts 

Of  skilful  seaman — all  the  pow'rs  of  man — 

In  vain  would  check ;  she  cleaves  the  boist'rous 

Till  on  some  fatal  crag  fierce  darts  her  prow, 

And  death  begins  his  work.    Too  deep  the  strain ! 

Oh  cast  thy  mantle  o'er  it,  gentle  muse ! 

Nor  boast  thy  glimmerings,  while  a  Falconer's  sun, 

Doom'd  ne'er  to  set,  sheds  bright  effulgence  round. 

And  ill  it  suits  me,  weaned  as  I  am 

With  fears  and  disappointments,  to  pourtray 

So  sad,  so  just  a  semblance  of  myself. 

Yes !  tempest-tost  on  time's  resistless  tide, 

The  bufferings  of  life,  and  not  its  calms, 

I  long  have  borne,  nor  look  for  rescue  yet. 

But  oh,  my  God  !  thou  essence  of  all  good ! 

Thou  glorious  Being  !  to  whose  searching  eye 

All  hearts  are  open  !  Tho'  the  world  may  deem 

This  plaintive  strain  a  murmur  'gainst  Thy  will, 

Thou  know'st  I  bow,  with  resignation  fix'd, 
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To  time's  vicissitudes.    The  wretch  that  view* 
The  various  changes  incident  to  man — 
Riches  and  poverty,  repose  and  toil, 
Rul'd  by  a  wonder-working  Providence,— •- 
To  view  thegi  thtjs,  and  not  to  feel  the  force 
Of  deep  humility.,  bespeaks  a  mind 
Simple  or  harden  d.    But,  alas  !  too  plain, 
In  meditation's  sacred  volume  stamp'd, 
This  truth  appears :  that  man,  with  all  his  store 
Of  reason  and  religion — man  intent 
On  honour,  wealth,  or  glory,  (visions  all !) 
Pursues  them  with  ungovernable  zeal, 
Heedless  of  aught  besides.     Just  like  a  child 
In  chace  of  butterfly,  be  speeds  his  course, 
Nor  marks  the  fatal  folly  of  th?  event 
Till  on  the  verge  he  totters — awful  verge 
Of  fathomless  ejternity  ; — then  check'd, 
And  trembling  in  amaze,  he  fain  would  turn, 
But  no  ! — the  arrowy  monster,  at  his  heels, 
Allows  no  motion  retrograde ;  but  stern, 
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And  to  his  purpose  stanch,  impels  him  on, 
Fierc'd  with  remorse,  and  hopeless  of  reprieve. 

Thrice  happy  ye !  (and  happier  far  were  I, 
Did  I  resemble  more  whom  I  approve 
With  reverence  sincere,*)  thrice  happy  ye  ! 
Who,  spurning  chains,  by  Hell's  dread  tempter  forg'd, 
Assert  that  freedom  which  a  Saviour  bought ; 
Alas  !  how  dearly  bought !  Blood-purchasd  freedom  ! 
Strike,  mighty  Lord  !  strike  all  my  shackles  off, 
That  I  on  hopes  empyreal  plumes  may  soar 
"  Above  the  smoke  and  stir  of  this  dim  spot," 
And  boast,  however  dark  this  world  may  frown, 
Sweet  prelibation  of  a — WORLD  TO  COME. 


*  "  Video  tncliora  prologue,  dctcriora  »eqnor.n 
"  I  see  the  right,  and  I  approve  it  too, 
"  Condemn  the  wrong,  and  yet  the  wrong  pursue." 


END   OF   THE    SEA    SHORE. 
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Aut  prodesse  volunt,  aul  delectare  Poetcc. 

HORACE. 


THE  ADIEU. 

JL  Stretch 'd  me  on  a  rocky  height/ 
To  mark  ihe  prospect,  grand  and  bright, 
The  sunny  hills,  the  flowing  tide, 
The  barks  that  o'er  its  surface  glide ; 


*  A  hill  near  St.  Ives,  the  favourite  walk  of  a  lady,  whose  absence  gave 
rise  to  the  "  The  Adieu."  One  of  the  anemonies,  which  she  gathered 
in  the  course  of  a  morning  excursion,  was  given  to  the  Author.  It  \va* 
prized  for  the  giver's  sake,  but  it  soon  withered,  which  occasioned  "  The 
Sequel."  The  subject  fires  me  witli  poetic  enthusiasm,  but  I  dare  not  en- 
courage it,  lest,  through  the  ardour  of  my  feelings,  I  incautiously  give  the 
slightest  pain  to  a  heart  that  despises  flattery.  I  shall  only  add— 
"  Huncfdum  dico,  bene  qu.i  succurrit  amico."— SENECA, 

G  « 
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I  stretch'd  me  there,  and  fain  would  find 
Soft  solace  for  a  troubled  mind, 
But,  as  I  trac'd  the  magic  view, 
Each  zephyr  whisper'd  me  "  Adieu." 

Pain'd  for  the  loss  of  pleasures  past, 
To  earth  a  mournful  look  I  cast, 
Where  many  a  blossom,  fair  and  sweet, 
Breath'd  balmy  fragrance  at  my  feet. 
The  wild  anemone  stood  first, 
The  primrose  next,  by  winter  nurs'd, 
The  violet,  ting'd  with  modest  blue, 
But  all— all  seem'd  to  sigh  "  Adieu/' 

Like  them,  alas  !  our  comforts  here, 
Short  bliss  afford,  then  disappear; 
Like  them  our  full  blown  hopes  expand, 
Till  nipp'd  by  time's  relentless  hand  ; 
But  there  exists  (and  may  it  long  !) 
A  charm  thai  claims  my  noblest  song  ; 
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A  friendship  cordial,  firm,  and  true, 
That  shudders  at  the  sound  "  Adieu." 

And  yet  when  all  our  griefs  are  past, 
This  gift  tli*  Almighty  grants  at  last : 
That  those  whom  virtue's  ties  unite, 
Beneath  the  gloom  of  nature's  night, 
Shall,  like  the  morning  planet,  rise 
Effulgent  in  unclouded  skies, 
And  bid  to  every  sable  view 
A  welcome,  long,  and  last  "  Adieu." 


A  SEQUEL  TO  THE  ADIEU. 

Poor  faded  flow'r!  that  bloom'd  so  fair. 
Whilst  cherish'd  by  the  upland  air, 
Repaying  with  thy  grateful  scent 
Th'  athletic  zephyrs  nature  lent, 
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I  grieve  to  see  thee  thus  decline, 
(Sad  emblem  of  a  fate  like  mine) 
Yet  whilst  I  mourn,  thou  tell'st  me  true 
How  soon  to  youth  we  bid  "  Adieu." 

Few  years  have  roll'd  their  courses  on, 

Since  friends,  ah  !  dearest  friends,  are  gone, 

Few  years  have  fled,  since  bright  and  still 

As  summer's  morn  on  village  hill, 

My  early  life  pass'd  jocund  by, 

Like  sun-beams  in  a  cloudless  sky ; 

But  winter  now  obstructs  my  view, 

And  blasts  each  pleasure  with  "  Adieu." 

How  sweet  the  days  !  how  doubly  bless'd 
With  all  that  chears  the  youthful  breast! 
When,  like  a  wanton  fawn,  I  play'd, 
Transported,  in  my  native  shade. 
Ah,  witness  this  slow-falling  tear! 
This  tribute  from  a  stricken  deer ! 
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This  life,  that  never  can  renew 

The  precious  scenes  I  bade  "  Adieu." 


ON  CRUELTY. 

The  wretch  unmov'd  by  pity's  tear, 

Is  not  a  friend  of  mine  ; 
And  him,  tho'  other  ties  endear, 

I  scornfully  resign ; 
For  minds  to  kind  compassion  given. 
Esteem  it  as  a  gift  from  Heaven* 

The  child,  by  reason  yet  untaught, 
Knows  not  the  pain  of  death, 

Nor  deems  it  an  unfeeling  fault 
To  stop  the  vital  breath ; 

He  vents  his  vengeance  on  a  fly, 

And  laughs  to  see  the  sufFrer  die. 
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As  years  increase,  each  truant  boy, 
On  careless  pastime  bent, 

Seems  ever  active  to  destroy, 
Ingenious  to  torment.  - 

The  very  crime  my  tears  condemn, 

Is  sport  and  merriment  to  them. 

Thus  from  the  dawn  of  life  we  find 
(Oh  !  human  nature  blush  !) 

Th'  instinctive  genius  of  the  mind 
Leads  us  the  weak  to  crush  ; 

And  act,  as  far  as  fate  empowers, 

As  if  the  world  were  solely  our's. 

Parents !  who  try  each  novel  art 

Sweet  virtue  to  instil, 
Examine  well  the  infant  heart 

With  penetrative  skill ; 
And  should  fell  cruelty  be  there, 
Oh  check  it  with  assiduous  care. 
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Whatever  arts  your  children  boast, 

Whatever  charms  possess, 
Their  worth  is  but  a  shade  at  most, 

If  void  of  tenderness ; 
For  one  empoison'd  weed  o'erpow'rs 
The  perfumes  of  a  thousand  flow'rs. 

And  should,  ye  nymphs !  the  man  you  love 

A  cruel  deed  perform, 
By  crushing,  as  you  idly  rove, 

Each  poor  excursive  worm  : 
Be  well  assur'd — that  heart  of  steel 
Can  ne'er  a  genuine  passion  feel. 

For  pity  kindles  soft  desire 

E'en  in  the  warrior's  breast ; 
Gives  vigour  to  the  infant  fire, 

And  blessings  to  the  bless'd  ; 
And  he  that  slights  this  truth  divine 
Is  not  a  friend  of  Heav'n's  or  mine. 
H 
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ON  HAPPINESS. 

What  a  poor  restless  thing  is  man  ! 
Contriving  many  a  futile  plan 

Of  sublunary  joy ! 
Giving  full  scope  to  fancy's  power, 
Unconscious  that  each  coming  hour 

The  fabric  may  destroy. 

Striplings,  from  learning's  mansion  freed, 
Conceive  themselves  by  Heav'n  decreed 

To  taste  of  bliss  divine  ; 
Some  seek  the  fairy  form  in  love, 
Whilst  others  riotously  rove 

Beneath  the  mantling  vine. 

Fond  love,  howe'er  by  fortune  bless'd, 
Proves  but  a  fleeting  joy  at  best, 
The  vision  of  a  day  ^ 
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And  wine's  delights,  of  shorter  reign, 
Bring  vice  and  folly  in  their  train, 
And  premature  decay. 

Seldom,  if  ever,  two  we  see 
Whose  thoughts  of  happiness  agree, 

Yet  each  has  bliss  in  store  ; 
Each  to  some  idol  pleasure  prone. 
Paints  a  bright  Eden  of  his  own, 

And  thinks  possession  sure. 

Thus  Hope  adorns  our  path  with  flowVs, 
Till  sullen  disappointment  lowrs, 

And  clips  ambition's  wings; 
Then  all  is  sorrow — all  despair  ! 

Till  to  illume  the  night  of  care 

• 
Some  brighter  meteor  springs. 

Like  froward  children,  void  of  rest, 
Some  worthless  bauble,  unpossessed, 
Our  discontent  excites ; 
H  2 
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And  as  we  rush  to  grasp  the  prize, 
Still  the  deceitful  phantom  flies. 
And  still  pursuit  invites. 

Farewell,  then,  ev'ry  boasted  art, 
To  satisfy  the  craving  heart 

With  temporary  joys ; 
That  man  alone  is  truly  wise, 
Whose  wishes  centre  in  the  skies, 

Which  time  nor  death  destroys* 

He  seeks  a  paradise  indeed  ! 

Whose  matchless  pleasures  far  exceed 

Conception's  loftiest  flight. 
He  seeks  where  happiness  is  found 
When  earth  and  all  these  orbs  around 

Are  whelm'd  in  endless  night. 
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DERWIN  and  MORA. 

[From  tlie  Ancient  Cornish.] 

Derwin,  the  bold,  awakes  my  plaintive  song, 
Dcrwin  from  Goran's  brave  descendants  sprung; 
Like  some  brown  mountain  oak,  that  crowns  the  height, 
The  stalely,  warrior  avv'd  th'  astonish'd  sight, 
Whilst  his  big  heart  the  shafts  of  fear  withstood, 
Stanch  as  the  generous  monarch  of  the  wood. 
The  beauteous  Mora,  from  Penlerren's  line, 
His  bosom  fir'd  with  ecstacy  divine  ; 
O'er  her  lov'd  form  rich  auburn  tresses  hung, 
And  melting  music  dwelt  upon  her  tongue. 
Her  blushing  cheeks  the  rose  of  health  possessed, 
And  snowy  whiteness  grac'd  her  virgin  breast ; 
Her  virgin  breast — more  sweet  than  blossom'd  spring, 
More  soft  than  down  that  plumes  the  cygnet's  wing. 

When  balmy  morn  its  orient  hues  display *d, 
Oft  from  the  hamlet's  lowland  shades  they  stray'd, 
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To  climb  the  steep  Tregare  ;  and,  from  its  height, 
Transported,  view  th'  expansive  fields  of  light ; 
And  oft  when  eve  bedew'd  the  village-green, 
And  Cynthia  chear'd  the  solitary  scene, 
Allor'd  by  love,  they  told  their  tender  tale, 
Far  *mid  the  windings  of  Penervin's  vale, 
While  from  the  twilight  umbrage  of  Rosemeer, 
The  last  sweet  warbler  charm'd  the  attentive  ear. 

"  Daughter  of  innocence  I"  the  lover  cry'J, 
**  Pride  of  my  faithful  soul !  and  beauty's  pride  ! 

*  When  shall  Head  thee  to  the  hallow'd  shrine, 

"  And  call  (blest  thought !)  those  matchless  graces  mine 

*  As  on  thy  form  I  bend  my  ardent  eye, 

"  Hope  lights  afresh  the  glowing  torch  of  joy  ; 
a  Then  tell  me,  Mora  .r  tell  me,  ere  we  part, 

*  When  wilt  thou  calm  the  throbbings  of  my  heart  ?* 

The  blush  of  innocence  the  virgin  felt, 
And  on  her  lips  consenting  silence  dwelt, 
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But  fate,  alas !  doom'd  all  their  hopes  to  die, 

And  sudden  languor  vcil'd  her  azure  eye; 

Swift  from  her  cheeks  the  rose  of  beauty  fled, 

And  the  pale  primrose  blossom'd  in  its  stead. 

Her  Derwin's  hand,  while  tenderly  she  press'd, 

Like  billowy  ocean,  hove  her  lilly  breast ; 

Till  death,  grim  death,  o'erwhelm'd  her  sinking  frame, 

Clos'd  her  blue  eyes,  and  quench'd  the  vital  flame  ! 

Softly,  in  sighs,  her  last  sad  moments  pass'd, 

And  "  Derwin — Oh  my  Derwin !"  was  her  last. 

€€  Oh  pillar  of  my  life!"  the  lover  said, 
As  still  he  grasp'd  the  cold  hand  of  the  dead, 
"  Oh  pillar  of  my  life  !  I  soon  will  free 
"  This  captive  soul  from  earth,  and  follow  thee.* 

Tho'  as  the  lion  bold,  that  roams  the  wild, 
lie  wept  with  all  the  softness  of  a  child  ; 
Tho'  oft  he  put  invading  wolves  to  flight, 
And  many  a  giant  fell  beneath  his  might, 
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Yet  down  his  cheeks  a  tearful  torrent  stole, 
Like  wint'ry  floods  that  from  the  mountains  roll; 
And,  as  a  mgon-beam  thro'  the  hazy  sky, 
Dimin'd  was  the  lustre  of  his  piercing  eye, 
Whilst  his  stout  heart,  in  silent  grief  involved, 
Like  snow  before  the  rising  sun  dissolv'd. 
To  weep  lie  blush'd  not !     Well  it  suits  his  woes, 
For  pity's  tear  from  valour's  fountain  flows. 

In  death's  drear  arms  the  faded  fair  one  lies, 
Whilst  midnight  storms  pervade  the  lurid  skies, 
And  o'er  her  form  (alas !  how  swift  the  change  !) 

Voracious  worms,  in  busy  volumes,  range. 

• 

Her  dull,  cold  ear  no  more  her  Derwin  heeds, 
No  more  her  heart  with  kindred  sorrow  bleeds; 
Clos'd  are  those  eyes  that  beam'd  so  bright  before, 
To  weep  at  Derwin's  misery  no  more. 
Lo  !  the  wild  youth  his  sad  existence  spurns, 
And  o'er  her  grave,  in  suppliant  sorrow,  mourns ; 
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From  morn's  first  blush,  'till  night's  Cimmerian  reign, 
He  sighs  and  weeps — but  weeps  and  sighs  in  vain. 
Tho*  oft  around  him  sheeted  spectres  glide, 
Still  droops  he  there,  still  flows  the  tear-swoln  tide. 
O'er  his  pale  brow  grief  spreads  its  tenfold  shades, 
And  grim  despair  his  hollow  eye  invades  ; 
'Till,  sunk  in  woe,  on  Mora's  grave  he  lies, 
And  calling  on  her  gentle  spirit — dies. 

When  village-youths  their  lovelorn  story  hear, 
Compassion  sheds  a  tributary  tear; 
Around  their  turf,  in  mournful  groups,  they  roye, 
Lament  their  fate,  and  emulate  their  love. 


REFLECTIONS 

ON  NEW  YEAR'S  DAY,  1802. 

From  all  my  acquaintance  I  meet, 
One  striking  expression  I  hear ; 
I 
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With  a  joy-beaming  smile,  they  repeat 
"  I  wish  you  a  happy  new  yea*." 

What  a  trertrour  their  Voices  impart  J 
What  a  clamp  on  my  spirits  they  cast  f 

How  sad — how  astonished  my  heart, 
When  I  think  on  the  year  that  is  past ! 

I  have  finished  an  act  on  my  stage  ! 

Thro'  scenes,  without  number,  I've  been  ; 
I  know  I  am  older  in  age, 

Alid  am  I  not  older  in  sin  ? 

The  pleasures  that  earth  can  afford, 
Have  led  me  too  often  astray  ; 

And  the  love  that  I  ow'd  to  my  Lord, 
I  have  paid  to  aheing  of  clay. 

Remembrance  and  conscience  reprove 
The  spring  whence  my  happiness  flows, 
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For  the  thoughts  that  I  lavish  on  lore, 
Should  be  spent  in  eternal  repose. 

To  the  grave  what  a  number  are  gone, 
In  the  course  of  a  short  fleeting  year  1 

Perhaps,  ere  another  is  flown, 
My  name  in  the  list  may  appear ! 

And  am  I  prepared  to  depart 

From  the  race  I  am  running  below  : 
What  a  terror  prevails  o'er  my  heart, 

When  my  conscience  too  plainly  says  '*  No!" 

Oh  !  Father  of  Mercies  above  ! 

Oh  teach  me  to  dread  thy  decree  1 
Inspire  in  my  bosom  a  love — 

A  love  that  shall  flourish  for  Thee. 

When  the  scenes  that  are  past  I  review, 
I  scarce  think  a  year  can  be  gone. 
I  2 
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Ye  hours  of  delusion  adieu ! 
Adieu  eighteen  hundred  and  one  ! 


HOME. 

Whilst  London's  fair  city  entices 

Such  thousands  its  streets  to  explore, 
To  gaze  on  those  numberless  vices 

They  never  once  dreamt  of  before ; 
I  laugh  at  the  strength  of  the  passion, 

That  lures  the  poor  mortals  to  roam, 
And  blind  to  the  follies  of  fashion, 

Remain,  with  contentment,  at  home. 

Yes,  home's  the  extent  of  my  wishes, 
The  source  of  each  juvenile  theme, 

Nor  can  I  endure  the  odd  fishes 
That  swim  in  a  turbulent  stream. 
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Peace  smiles  on  the  valley  of  roses, 

Where  centres  my  neat  little  dome, 
And  there  ev'ry  moment  discloses 

The  tender  endearments  of  home. 

Let  the  gay  be  absorbed  in  their  pleasures, 

The  rich  bend  at  luxury's  shrine, 
Whilst  friendship  and  love  are  the  treasures 

That  charm  such  a  bosom  as  mine. 
Aware  of  the  fatal  delusion 

That  calls  the  sad  victims  to  roam, 
I  fly  from  the  scenes  of  confusion, 

And  welcome  the  silence  of  home* 


THE  MORALISTS. 

So  prone  are  all  men  to  debate 

• 
And  *Jfrn  us  of  the  wiles  of  fate— 
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So  eager  to  condemn  the  crimes 

That  blot  these  wn regenerate  times-— 

I  sometimes  fancy  that  I  meet 

A  moralist  in  every  street ; 

But  mark  their  life — that  surest  test — 

You'll  catch  them  tripping  like  the  rest, 

And  half  the  follies  they  condemn 

Is  plainly  visible  in  them  ; 

The  truth  of  which  remark  to  shew, 

I  have  a  tale,  quite  apropos. 

Over  a  glass  of  Burton's  best, 
Tim  thus  his  loving  friend  address'd  : 
"  Well,  Peter !  'tis  a  shameful  sin 
"  That  Dick  should  swill  such  seas  of  gin  ; 
"  Oft  from  the  tavern,  drunk  he  reels, 
"  (Tag,  rag,  and  bobtail  at  his  heels) 
*•'  No\v  for  my  part  I  cannot  think 
"  What  makes  the  man  so  fond  of  drink." 
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"  Nor  I,  (said  Peter,  with  a  groan) 
«  Tis  vastly  wotiderful,  I  own  ; 
"  But,  bless  me  !  what  a  change  appears 
"  Within  the  space  of  forty  years  ; 
"  The  world  gfcws  more  deprav'd,  I'm  sure  ! 
"  HeaVii  knows  'twas  bad  enough  before." 

"  Trae  (ansrwer'd  Tim)  go**}  Peter,  true5, 
"  But  see  —  the  bottle  stands 


"  Besides  (said  Peter)  of  all  crimes 
"  That  mar  these  dissipated  times, 
"  Dick's  fiwotrritc  is  the  greatest  pest, 
"  And  makes  more  fools  th.in  nil  the  rest. 
"  The  man  addicted,  Tim,  to  drinking, 
"  Wilt  daily  find  his  credit  sinking  ; 
"  His  reputation  soon  decays, 
"  And  misery  on  his  bosom  preys, 
"  Til),  wasted  by  disease  and  pain, 
"  Pealb  ends  his  tramifory 
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«  E'en  so,  (cry'd  Tim,  and  fill'd  his  glass) 
"  Dick's  crimes  all  other  crimes  surpass. 
"  I  scorn  the  man  who,  void  of  shame, 
"  With  such  base  stigmas  marks  his  name, 
"  And,  careless  of  a  future  state, 
"  Thus  trifles  with  the  shafts  of  fate. 
"  But  see,  my  friend  !  the  wine  is  out  1 
€t  You'll  wet  the  other  eye,  no  doubt* 
"  We  well  may  sit  a  little  later, 
"  So  bring  another  bottle,  waiter  I" 

Thus  long,  in  many  a  speech  sublime, 
They  painted  Dick's  besetting  crime, 
'Till  drunk  as  drills,  and  scarcely  able 
To  see  distinctly  o'er  the  table, 
And,  heedless  what  each  other  said, 
The  roaring  sinners  reel'd  to  bed. 

The  very  fault  they  thus  condemn, 
Dick,  the  next  ev'ning,  found  with  them; 
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Whilst  Peter  gravely  rail'd  at  Tim, 
Who  rail'cl  as  heartily  at  him. 


WILLIAM  and  MARY. 

A    BALLAD. 

On  yon  green  bank,  beside  the  stream, 
Where  willow  osiers  spread, 

Far  from  the  city's  deaf'ning  din, 
Stood  William's  lowly  shed. 

By  him  was  all  the  giddy  world, 

And  all  its  cares  forgot, 
Save  when  at  eve  he  fondly  gaz'd 

At  Mary's  distant  cot. 

The  envy  of  the  fairest  nymphs, 
That  grac'd  the  village  plain  j 
K 
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A  lovely  shepherdess  was  she, 
And  he  a  blooming  swain. 

Long  had  she  won  young  William's  heart, 
And  long  his  faith  had  tried, 

But  still  the  love  her  eyes  expressed, 
Her  cruel  tongue  deny'd. 

In  vain  he  urg'd  his  ardent  suit, 

In  vain  disclos'd  his  woe ; 
For  cold  appear'd  the  virgin's  breast 

As  morn's  unsullied  snow. 

Thus  long  he  mourn'd,  'till  by  despair 
And  slighted  love  o'ercome, 

He  rush'd  to  share  the  warrior's  fate, 
Far^  far  away  from  home. 

Oh  !  who  can  paint  the  deep  remorse 
That  seiz'd  the  frantic  fair, 
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When  next  she  sought  her  William's  cot, 
But  found  no  William  there  ? 

Loud  were  her  shrieks — with  frenzied  arm' 

Her  auburn  locks  she  tore, 
And  fled,  distracted,  from  the  plains, 
.  To  ocean's  rocky  shore. 

There  would  she  weave  fantastic  wreaths 

Of  sea-weed  thro*  her  hair, 
Whilst  rocks,  responsive  to  her  plaints, 

Re-echo'd  wild  despair. 

She  pluck'd  the  blossoms  from  the  steep, 

And  oft  at  evening's  close, 
Sought, 'midst  the  cavern's  gloom  profound, 

Ah  !  vainly  sought  repose. 

How  sweet  the  lily  of  the  vale, 
In  morning  dews  array'd  ! 
K  2 
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Thus  lovely,  in  a  flood  of  tears, 
Appear'd  the  drooping  maid. 

Swift  from  her  cheeks  the  blushing  rose 

Of  youthful  vigour  fled, 
And  the  pale  primrose  soon  prevaiFd, 

And  blossom'd.in  its  stead. 

Twas  in  December's  dreary  reign, 

Dark  clouds  the  sky  o'ercast, 
And  many  a  blaze  of  vivid  light 

Beam'd  thro'  the  Boreal  blast- 
When  Mary  from  the  rain-beat  clift 

A  shattered  bark  espied, 
Driv'n  headlong  by  resistless  gales 

Before  the  bellowing  tide. 

Fate  struck  the  blow  ;  swift  on  the  crags 
The  ill-starr'd  ship  was  driven, 
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And  many  a  shriek,  and  many  a  groan, 
Burst.  on  the  ear  of  Heaven. 

One  fainting  mariner  alone, 

All  drooping,  wet,  and  pale, 
Was  cast  upon  the  fatal  shore 

To  tell  their  woeful  tale. 

And  as  he  view'd  the  frantic  girl, 

With  trembling  lips  he  said, 
"  Oh  lend,  fair  nymph  !  in  pity  lend 

"  A  dying  man  thy  aid. 

"  Not  far  from  hence  my  friends  reside, 

"  Oh  !  haste  and  hid  them  come  ; 
"  Fain  would  I  draw  my  latest  breath 

"  With  those  dear  friends  at  home. 

"  There  shall  I  gain  one  pitying  glance 
"  From  Mary's  tearful  eye, 
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"  There  shall  she  hear  my  last  adieu, 
"  And  catch  my  parting  sigh." 

The  damsel  heard  ;  in  deep  amaze 

Her  long^lost  love  she  ey'd, 
And  springing  to  his  outstretched  arms, 

Kiss'd  his  pale  cheek,  and  died. 

What  words  can  speak  the  lover's  look  ! 

How  thro-bb'd  his  tortur'd  breast ! 
When  to  his  heart — a  lifeless  corpse — • 

His  Mary's  charms  he  press'd. 

*  And  mustl  (cry'd  the  dying  youth), 
"  And  must  I  hear  no  more, 

*  That  voice  which  could  revive  me  now 
"With  hopes  denied  before? 

*'  Cold — cold  her  lily  breast  appears  ; 
"  Death  chills  each  drooping  limb ; 
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*  But  what  he  now  has  stol'n  from  me, 
"  I  soon  shall  steal  from  him. 

"  Yes,  sainted  shade !  I  follow  fast, 

"  The  pulse  of  life  beats  slow  ; 
"  And  whilst  Heav'n  opens  to  my  view, 

«  All  vanishes  below." 


AN  ODE 

TO  MASTER  GRIFFETH  COLE. 

Devoted  from  my  earliest  youth, 
To  lisp  the  artless  strains  of  truth — 
To  stray  where  virtue's  charms  entice, 
And  scorn  the  wretch  that  stoops  to  vice  ; 
Think  not,  sweet  boy  !  (if  such  thy  pow'r 
In  childhood's  unenlightened  hour, 


80;  MISCELLANEOUS   PIECES. 

Ere  reason's  noontide  blaze  displays 
The  crowded  path  where  folly  strays) 
Think  not  the  muse's  homage  springs 
From  flattery — the  food  of  kings. 
No  ;  never  shall  tny  muse  impart 
A  thought  repugnant  to  my  heart, 
But  spurn  the  syren  sons  of  mercenary  art.     » 

Yes  'tis  an  arduous  task  I  chuse,       ^ 
More  fit  the  painter  than  the  muse, 
For  when  I  view  such  charms  as  thine, 
All  similies,  howe'er  divine, 
Tho'  drawn  from  fancy's  brightest  dream, 
Seem  vapid,  and  disgrace  my  theme. 
Who  but  admires  that  gen'rous  look  ! 
That  fairest  page  in  nature's  book! 
Where  e'en  the  dullest  eye  may  trace 
The  transcript  of  a  seraph's  grace  ; 
There  dove-ey'd  innocence  appears, 
A  stranger  to  maturer  years  ; 
There  joy  serenely  smiles,  unsullied  yet  by  tears* 
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If  to  thy  bard  all-bountcotrg  Heaven 
One  spark  of  prophecy  has  grven, 
A  patriot  champion  sfaalt  thou  prove,; 
Devoted  to  thy  cownfry's  love. 
A  foe  t6  evVy  venal  art/ 
A  Hampcfen's  flame  shall  fire  thy  heart/ 
And  valour,  on  thy  nra-nly  brow, 
Bid  her  perennial  laurels  blow. 
And  when  domestic  peace  is  thine, 
Around  thee  shall  the  virtues  shine  ; 
A  social  train  that  love  to  stray 
Where  pure  religion  leads  the  way, 
And  hope,  unclouded,  sheds  her  soul-inspiring  ray 


But  long  mayst  thou,  my  beauteous 
The  springtime  of  thy  days  enjoy  ! 
For  while  simplicity  prevails, 
And  careless  pleasure  fans  thy  sails, 
More  genuine  bliss  the  bosom  knows 
Than  reason's  summer  e'er  bestows  3 
L 
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For  reason  to  the  senses  opes 
A  desert  void  of  youthful  hopes, 
Where  dark  reality  pervades 
The  infant  mind's  prismatic  shades, 
Those  rainbow  shades  that  paint  the  skies, 
Ere  youth's  elysian  prospect  flies, 
fere  fate  unnerves  the  limbs,  or  grief  bedews  the  eyes, 

As  man  thy  mirthful  sport  surveys 
(Memento  sweet  of  happier  days) 
He  thinks  not  that,  as  years  roll  by, 
Still  trivial  baubles  charm  the  eye. 
Yes,  man  with  all  his  reason's  boast, 
Proves  but  a  full-grown  child  at  most. 
Ambition's  bubble  lures  him  on, 
Till  life's  exulting  prime  is  gone, 
Till  age  comes  tottering  at  his  door, 
And  hope's  fair  planet  shines  no  more  I 
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Then,  as  on  life's  diuainish'd  stream,. 
Truth  sheds,  at  last,  her  ev'ning  beam,   - 
He  starts  from  folly's  couch,  and  trembles  at  his  dream 

If  such  the  follies  that  await 
Poor  mortals'  sublunary  state, 
Thrice  happy  thou,  while  fondly  press'd 
In  transport  to  a  parent's  breast. 
Oh  niay  their  kindred  virtues  find 
A  rival  in  thy 'generous  mind  ; 
And  long  may  those  lov'd  cheeks  disclose 
The  healthful  bloom  of  beauty's  rose, 
Like  morn's,  ethereal  blush  on  Zemblu's  virgin  snows  J 


MORNING. 

Come  balmy inorn  .''Serenely  fair ! 
Come  scatter  thro'  the  breezy  air 
Rich  fragrance  from  thy  wings  ! 
L  2 
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Joyaus,  thy  rising  orb  I  greet, 
That  daily  to  my  lov'd  retreat 
The  smile  of  pleasure  brings. 

There  was  a  time,  when  fate  prevail'd, 
When  grief  and  bqpekss  love  assail'd 

This  heart,  immers'd  in  care ; 
There  was  a  time,  sweet  morn !  when  I 
Gaz'd  sadly  at  the  glowing  sky, 

Nor  found  oae  beauty  there. 

But  fortune  now,  with  smiles -serene, 
Irradiates  every  changeful  scene 

Of  nature  and  of  art ; 
Pleas'd,  with  thy  earliest  bird  I  rise, 
And  pour,  delighted,  to  the  skies 

Tbe  incense  of  the  be  art,, 


ETENING. 

Yon  evening  star,  serenely  bright/ 
(The  first  fair  harbinger  of  night) 

My  drooping  soul  inspires ; 
Pensive  beneath  its  beam  I  stray, 
Intent,  in  reason's  sober  way, 

To  check  my  fond  desires. 

Ah!  vain  attempt!  no  aid  I  find — 
No  balm  to  heal  the  wounded  mind, 

No  solace  for  the  heart ! 
Love  spurns  at  every  proffer'd  cure, 
Resolv'd,  undaunted,  to  endure 

The  venom  of  its  dart. 

Sweet  evening  !  tho*  1  seldom  gain 
An  intermission  to  my  pain, 
'Midst  fashion's  empty  throng, 


PIECE*. 


Yet  oft  beneath  thy  placid  sway, 
Each  tyrant  passion  dies  away 
To  hear  thy  warbler's  song. 


ABSENCE. 

A  few  short  days  alone  have  pass'd, 
Since  I  beheld  Lavinia  last ; 
And  yet  the  mournful  time  appears 
Just  like  a  length  of  lingering  years. 

When  in  her  beauteous  presence  bless'd, 
My  lips  an  artless  flame  confess'd, 
As  swift  as  thought  the  moments  roIFd, 
Till  the  soft  tale  of  love  was  told. 

And  must  I  tell  that  tale  wo  more  ? 
And  cease,  Lavinia,  to  adore  ? 
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Mute  my  lips  for  ever  prove, 
But  never  shall  I  cease  to  love. 


TO  MY  HEART. 

What  ails  thee,  my  turbulent  heart  ? 

What  passion  inspires  thee  again? 
What  poWr  could  this  transport  impart  ? 

This  mixture  of  pleasure  and  pain  ! 

My  days  and  my  nights,  as  they  glide, 
Are  devoid  of  the  soothings  of  rest ; 

I  am  toss'd  on  a  storm-troubled  tide, 
And  peace  has  deserted  my  breast. 

Is  it  sorrow  ?  no,  sorrow  has  long 

Been  confin'd  to  the  haunts  of  despair. 

While  the  muse  cheers  my  soul  with  a  song 
No  sorrow  shall  torture  rrie  there. 
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Is  it  love  ?  At  that  question  I  start ! 

My  nerves  a  fresh  tretnour  receive. 
Yes,  'tis  love  !  for  I  feel  in  my  heart 

An  answer  too  true  to  deceive. 


To  LAURA,  zveepui«. 

Dear  Laura  since  I  saw  that  tear, 

The  muse  a  simile  has  given  ; 
It  is  a  dew-drop,  fresh  and  clear, 

A  dew-drop  that  descends  from  Heaven. 

And  he  that  doubts  me,  let  him  gaze 

At  those  bright  eyes  from  whence  it  came  j 

His  voice  will  give  her  equal  praise, 
His  bosom  feel  a  kindred  flame. 

Ah,  Laura !  ,strange  as  it  appears, 
Since  water  quenches  fiercest  fire,. 
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That  in  my  soul  those  pearly  tears 
Should  rouse  a  blaze  of  foad  desire. 

But  let  them  full !  where'er  it  be, 
A  flow'r  shall  spring,  surpassing  art ; 

And  hope  shall  form  a  wreath  for  me, 
And  love  shall  twine  it  round  my  heart. 


\ 


THE  BRITISH  OAK. 

The  King  !  God  bless  him  !  may  the  traia 
Who,  faction's  furious  aid,  invoke  1 

Soon  find,  ingloriously,  how  vain 
Their  hatchet  strikes  the  British  oak. 

The  British  oak  shall  never  fail,. 
Nor  ever  shall  its  glories  fade, 
M 
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Whilst  Cornwall's  patriots,  "  one  and  all/ 
Disport  beneath  its  rev'rend  shade. 

I  love  my  King  !  and  much  I  hope 
Should  man  not  love  a  King  like  him, 

Jack  Ketcih  may  never  want  a  rope, 
Nor  British  oak  ere  want  a  limb. 


On  the  ESCAPE  of  SIMON, 

A    TAME    OWL. 

Simon  !  thou  canst  not  think  me  rude 

If  I,  in  some  degree, 
Accuse  thee  of  ingratitude, 

For  thus  deserting  me. 

Neglect  was  not  a  fault  of  mine, 
You  candidly  must  own  j 
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Such  comforts,  foolish  bird,  as  thine, 
Few  brother  owls  have  known. 

To  pamper  thee,  delicious  mice 

Were  plentifully  caught; 
Thy  daily  meals  were  always  nice, 

And  regularly  brought. 

Perch'd  on  the  loft  on  silent  rest, 

And  magisterial  state, 
What  cares  could  possibly  molest 

Thy  philosophic  pate ! 

Whilst  humbler  owls  have  stretch'd  the  wing, 

In  search  of  midnight  prey, 
'Twas  thy  niuch-favour'd  lot  to  sing 

The  gloomy  hours  away. 

Then,  canst  thou,  Simon,  think  me  rude, 
If  I,  in  some  degree, 
M  2 
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Accuse  thee  of  ingratitude 
For  thus  deserting  me  ? 


SIMON's  REPLY. 


Good  master !  I  must  frankly  say 
Thou  wert  most  truly  kind  ; 

Nor  have  I  tasted  many  a  day 
The  joys' I  left  behind. 

But  greater  joys  than  those  have  I 

Among  the  friends  I  love  ; 
Delighted  o'er  the  plains  to  fly 

And  wing  my  native  grove. 

The  charms  which  freedom  oft  imparts 
Are  ever  dear  to  me ; 
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E'en  British  owls  have  British  hearts, 
And  pant  for  liberty. 

But  if  my  flight  you  still  condemn, 

Acquit  the  owlish  nation, 
For  I  from  man,  and  not  from  them, 

Received  my  education. 


A  SONG. 


How  long  will  my  sorrows  increase ! 

How  long  must  I  love  her  in  vain  ! 
With  my  hopes  she  has  banish'd  my  peace, 

And  treats  e'en  the  muse  with  disdain. 

In  the  dance  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
Her  hand  she  unkindly  withdrew, 
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And  when  I  strny'd  sadly  away, 
Refund  e'en  a  simple  a  adieu." 

Let  the  false  one  proceed  in  her  arts, 
Not  long  for  her  loss  will  I  pine  ; 

She  may  conquer  a  thousand  vain  hearts, 
But  none  half  so  faithful  as  mine. 


C  H  A  R  I  T  Y. 

A    SONNET. 

When  gathering  clouds,  at  winter's  stern  command, 
From  northern  bills,  in  gloomy  pomp,  descend, 
Tis  thine,  meek  charity!  compassion 's  friend, 

To  soothe  misfortune  with  unsparing  hand. 

Ye  who  in  sportive  festivals  delight, 
In  splendid  domes,  impervious  to  the  winds, 
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Ye  liitle  dream  how  speeds  the  cotter's  night. 
Where  every  cutting  blast  admission  finds. 

His  is  a  bed  of  straw  !  and  hunger  his ; 

Close  to  his  neck  his  shivering  infant  clings ; 
Whilst  you,  ye  gay  !  pervade  the  haunts  of  bliss, 

Where  fleeting  time  shakes  odours  from  his  wings. 

Oh  !  how  superior  are  the  joys  of  those, 

Who  seek  the  sons  of  want,  and  mitigate  their  arow/ 


A  SONNET 

TO    THE    BEV.    R.    POLWHELE. 

Poet !  Historian  !  (by  whatever  name 
The  muse  may  hail  thee)  fain  would  I  desire, 
(The  strain  tho'  feeble)  that  my  humble  lyre 

Might  add  one  flow'ret  to  thy  wreath  of  fame. 
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Nor  let  the  barb  of  haugbty  scorn  assail 
A  bosom  labouring  with  poetic  fears, 

For  friendly  is  the  tribute,  tho'  too  frail 
To  brave,  like  verse  of  thine,  the  shock  of  years. 

Whilst  on  oblivion's  cloud-encircled  plain, 
Urg'd  by  despair,  I  join  the  plodding  throng, 

Tis  thine,  Polwhele  !  a  deathless  name  to  gain, 
The  mutual  pride  of  history  and  song ; 

For  as  thou  mak'st  Cornubia's  annals  known, 

The  trump  that  sounds  her  fame — proclaims  thy  own. 


A   SONNET. 

Smooth  seems  my  rugged  journey  to  the  tomb 
When  heav'nly  music  charms  me.     It  has  power, 
When  o'er  my  soul  the  clouds  of  sorrow  lowr, 

To  shed  a  noon-day  radiance  through  the  gloom* 
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But  most  the  plaint ive  soothes  me.     Sprightly  airs, 
That  fire  the  festive  dancer,  chear  not  me. 

To  one  inur'd  to  life's  depressive  cares 
111  suits  the  mirthful  melody  of  glee. 

Oh,  give  me  melting  measures  !  such  as  flow 
From  hosts  angelic,  when  the  spirit  flies, 

Emancipate,  from  this  dull  scene  of  woe 
Back  to  its  native  region  in  the  skies ; 

Where  round  the  throne  adoring  myriads  throng, 

And  strike  their  golden  harps,  and  tune  their  choral  song. 


A  SONNET. 

Ah  !  balmy  morn  !  transporting  as  thou  art, 
And  once  so  highly  priz'd  !  thou  canst  no  more, 
With  all  thy  magic  influence,  restore 

That  peace  which  love  has  banish'd  from  my  heart. 

N 
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Thy  birds  may  warble,  and  thy  blossoms  ope, 
But  beauty  now,  nor  melody  inspires ; 

I  stray — a  victim  destitute  of  hope, 
And  burn  with  unextinguishable  fires. 

Last  night  a  dream  came  o'er  me,  and  methought 
I  held  soft  converse  with  my  absent  fair, 

But  when,  enraptur'd,  at  her  form  I  caught, 
It  vanish'd,  and  resigu'd  me  to  despair. 


But  there's  a  bed  where  lovers  cease  to  weep, 

Where  endless  is  their  night,  and  undisturb'd  their  sleep. 


TRUE  HOPE. 

Alas  !  how  swiftly  do  we  glide 
O'er  life's  uncertain  stream  ! 
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And  chearless  is  the  rapid  tide 
When  hope  withholds  her  beam. 

But  all  our  hopes  of  bliss  below 

Like  vernal  blossoms  die ; 
Those  hopes  alone  true  joy  bestow 

Which  centre  in  the  sky. 

When  round  our  bark  rough  storms  prevail, 

In  sorrow's  starless  night, 
Hope  gladly  spreads  our  shattered  sails, 

And  truth  direo/s  us  right. 

Thro'  faith  we  then,  in  each  distress, 

The  port  of  Heav'n  explore, 
And,  lost  to  earth,  delighted  press 

Towards  the  happy  shore. 

N  2 
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A  REFLECTION. 

Life's  early  dawn  is  fled  for  ever  ; 
And  shall  this  bosom  taste  again 
Those  pleasures,  uuallied  to  pajn  ? 
Ah  !  never ! 

Behold  me  now  the  dupe  of  sorrow  ! 
The  sun  of  hope  is  set  in  clouds, 
And  fear,  with  gloomy  horror,  shrouds 
To-morrow. 

The  sportive  muse  delights  to  cherish 
Fond  dreams  of  happiness  in  store, 
But  whilst  their  mazes  I  explore, 
They  perish. 

Ah  !  wh}7,  then,  dread  death's  dreary  portal  ? 
The  barb  of  sorrow  it  destroys, 
And  leads  the  virtuous  soul  to  joys 
Immortal. 
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A  REFLECTION. 

Like  insects  in  the  noontide  hour, 

Men  trifle  time  away, 
Wherever  folly  rears  a  flower, 

Or  fashion  sheds  a  ray  ; 
Whilst  wisdom,  to  the  erring  train, 
Spreads  the  fair  page  of  truth  in  vain. 

Sweet,  we  confess,  is  virtue's  fruit, 

To  which  we  all  aspire  ; 
But  virtue  guides  not  our  pursuit 

So  much  as  fierce  desire. 
Prudence  rrmy,  for  a  season,  sway, 
Till  passion  calls,  and  we  obey. 


THE  DESPAIRING  LOVER. 

To  lovers,  destitute  of  hope, 
How  vain  is  consolation  ! 
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They  rather  choose  a  friendly  rope, 
Or  drowning  or  starvation. 

Patrick,  a  slave  to  Sheelah's  charms, 
Wrote  many  a  bright  epistle, 

But  Sheelah  spurn'd  him  from  her  arms, 
And  bade  the  wretch  "  go  whistle." 

Deep  in  the  agony  of  grief, 
When  every  hope  forsook  him, 

Resolving  to  obtain  relief, 
He  to  a  pond  betook  him. 

And  in  he  bounc'd  and  flounc'd  about, 
Like  whale  in  shallow  water, 

But  found  that  drowning  (luckless  lout !) 
Was  no  such  easy  matter. 

Perceiving  all  his  efforts  vain, 
He  next  a  tree  ascended, 


MISCELLANEOUS   PIECES.  103 

Where,  in  compassion  to  his  pain, 
A  cord  the  business  ended. 

Old  Murphy  who,  devoid  of  care, 

Stood  gaping  at  a  distance, 
E'en  let  him  dance  a  jig  in  air, 

Nor  ran  to  his  assistance. 

And  why  ?  the  rogue  !  "  Why  (Murphy  cries, 
Invoking  curses  on  his  eyes) 

"  Pat  very  wisely  did  it ; 
"  Well  drench* d,  he  hung  him  up  to  dry, 
"  And  should  I  check  him  ?  No,  not  /, 

"  St.  Jeromy  forbid  itT 


A  SONG. 

When  Edwin  to  Ellen  his  rapture  confess*d, 
He  swore  that  he  lov'd,  and  she  fondly  believ'd; 
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But  short  was  the  transport  that  reign'd  in  her  breast, 
For  Edwin  was  perjur'd,  and  Ellen  deceiv'd. 

Wealth  tempted  the  false  one  to  fly  from  her  arms, 
(Oh  how  does  the  splendour  of  folly  prevail !) 

Whilst  Ellen,  a  prey  to  a  thousand  alarms, 

Soon  droop'd  like  the  rose  that  is  nipt  by  the  gale. 

But  think  not,  base  Edwin !  she  broods  o'er  her  woes ; 

She  long  has  forgotten  thy  loss  to  deplore  ; 
Her  blue  eyes  are  seal'd  in  eternal  repose, 

And  the  tear  of  despair  shall  bedew  them  no  more. 


TO  A  LADY, 

ON    HER    BIRTH-DAY,  THE    FIRST    OF    JANUARY. 

Tho'  winter,  with  ungenial  powers, 
Checks  the  sweet  bloom  of  vernal  flowers, 
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The  lo\yly  rouse^  in  verse  sincere, 
Bids  welcome  to  the  new-born  year ; 
But  not  in  laureat  pomp,  or  fraught 
With  sprightly  wit,  or  solemn  thought* 
But  in  a  strain  outvying  art, 
A  strain  that  vibrates  from  a  heart 
That  bears,  my  friend  !  thy  image  fair 
Stampt  firmly  by  affection  (here. 

Virtues  like  thine,  so  rarely  found 
(Like  blossoms  on  a  desert  ground) 
May  well  asserftmpcrious'claim 
Alike  to  friendship  and  to  fame. 
Friendship  I  give,  and  did  I  shine 
Prime  favourite  of  the  tuneful  nine, 
Thy  name  should  live  as  many  an  age 
As  ever  name  in  poet's  page; 
But  mine,  alas!  would  but  receive 
Far  greater  fame  than  it  could  give  ; 
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I  therefore  shield  thee  from  the  dart 
Which  envy  aims  at  merit's  heart ; 
Content  to  view  thee  in  retreat, 
A  modest,  yet  unrivall'd  sweet ; 
Thyself  more  pleas'd  to  flourish  there, 
Than  blossom  in  the  gay  parterre. 

Oh  may  thy  natal  morn  appear 
Bright,  and  more  bright,  each  circling  year, 
Grant  but  this  wish,  ye  powers  divine  ! 
And  not  one  cloud  shall  sully  mine. 


The  COCK  and  the  JEWEL. 

A  dapper  cock — as  spruce  and  witty 

As  many  a  spark  in  London  city-* 

In  company  with  two  young  pullets 

Politely  wish'd  to  cram  their  gullets. 

Like  a  fierce  grenadier  he  strides 

And  scrapes  the  dung-hill's  smoaking  sides, 
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When  to  his  cockship's  great  surprise, 
A  jewel — like  Maria's  eyes — 
Popp'd  full  in  view  ;  the  tawdry  beau 
Knew,  or  pretended  well  to  know, 
Its  name;  but,  with  contemptuous  sneer, 
Wongfer'd  how  such  vile  trash  came  there, 
One  single  grain  of  corn  (he  swore) 
Was  worth  a  hundred  such  and  more. 


Blockheads,  uncharm'd  by  wisdom's  lore, 
Just  knowing  '  two  and  two*  make  f  four/ 
To  virtue,  as  to  knowledge,  blind, 
In  neither  can  a  beauty  find  ; 
But  know,  ye  fair !  who  fondly  rove 
Thro'  the  sweet  A  ready  of  love, 
And  ye  who,  dead  to  love's  alarms, 
In  friendship  find  superior  charms — 
Know  virtue  is  the  brightest  gein 
That  shines  in  beauty's  diadem. 
O  2 
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'      AN  INVOCATION. 


1  knew  thee  once,  and  knew  thee  well, 

And  fain  would  know  thee  bettej  still, 

• 

Oh  !  tell  me  whither  doat  thou  dwell, 

Sweet  peace  of  mind  ? 
Where  shall,  I  seek  thy  downy  seat  ? 
Is  it  amongst  the  rich  and  great, 
Or  in  seclusion's  calm  retreat  ? 
•    I  long  to  find. 

I  knew  thee  once,  e're  love  possessed 
Sole  empire  of  my  throbbing  breast, 
And  robb'd  me  of  the  balm  of  rest, 

That  gift  divine! 

But  fashion  spurri'd  thy  quiet  reigii, 
And  snapp'd  thy  silken  bonds  in  twain, 
Since  which  I've  hourly  toiFd  in  vain 

To  call  thee  mine. 
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la  warm  pursuit,  I  oft  explore 

The  lordly  great,  and  lowly  poor, 

fr*.  • 

The  peasant's  and  the  prince's  qtoor, 

Thy  smiles  to  share,  i 
Oh !  peace  of  mind !  where'er  thou  art, 
One  little  ray  of  hope  impart, 
Nor  wholly  yield  this  wretched  heart 

To  dark  despair. 


THE  FROGS  DESIRING  A  KING. 

Some  frogs  that  liv'd  a  life  of  riot, 
Well  known  from  luxury  to  spring, 

In  order  to  establish  quiet, 

Pray'd  Jove  would  send  them  down  a  kiog, 

"  A  king  i"  (cry 'd  Jove,  his  nectar  quaffiag, 
Lucky  for  them  in  merry  mood) 
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«  Reptiles!  your  pray'r  I  grant !"  then,  laughing, 
He  threw  them  down  a  log  of  wood. 

Bounce  in  the  water  came  the  gift, 
The  frogs,  afraid  Old  Nick  had  got  'em, 

AH  belter  skelter  made  a  shift 
To  hide  their  noses  at  the  bottom. 

At  length  some  yellow  heads  appeared, 
Just  from  the  surface  slyly  peeping; 

And  one,  behind  a  rush,  declared 

Their  king  was  either  dead  or  sleeping. 

Till  others,  bolder  grown,  swam  forth, 

Amidst  a  concourse  of  beholders, 
And,  to  excite  the  general  mirth, 

Leapt  pn  King  Log's  imperial  shoulders. 

The  laugh  being  o'er— in  discontent, 
Silent  the  whole  assembly  stood, 
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And  soon  a  fresh  petition  sent, 

To  have  a  king  of  "  flesh  and  blood." 

Jove  heard,  enrag'd,  and  sent  a  stork — 
The  terror  of  each  croaking  sinner — 

Who,  to  begin  his  kingly  work, 
Swallow'd  a  score  or  two  for  dinner. 

In  vain  th'  affrighted  frogs  implor'd 

A  milder  monarch  might  be  given ; 
Not  e'en  King  Log  could  be  restor'd  ! 

Such  was  the  dread  decree  of  Heaven. 

Since  folly  many  an  ill  creates, 

When  mortals  spurn  what  Heav'n  has  sent, 
Go — learn  submission  to  the  fates, 

And  shun  the  scourge  of  discontent* 
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To  the  MORNING  STAR. 


Bright  herald  of  returning  day  ! 
TistDHte  beneath  thy  gentle  sway, 

To  rove  forlorn  I 

To  mark  the  gloomy  shades  retreat/ 
And  hear  the  bircfe  in  catols  sweet, 

Welcome  the  balmy  morn. 

But  balmy  morn,  nor  warbling  birds; 
Nor  gambols  of  the  sportive  herds 

,   My-mind  impress ; 
I  view  them  with  a  listless  gaze. 
Lost  in  a  melancholy  maze 

Of  thoughtful'  wretchedness. 


Oh !  star  of  mtrn  1  when  shall  1  see 
The  star  of  hope,^s  bright  as  thee  ? 
Of  hope  divine ! 
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Alas!  some  prescient  voice  I  hear, 
Which  whispers  in  my  startled  ear 
"  That  star  no  more  shall  shine." 


SUNSET. 

Farewell,  thou  glorious  orb  of  light ! 

Parent  of  chearful  day  ! 
That  still  illum'st  yon  western  height 

With  many  a  lingering  ray. 

Oh  !  shall  I  ever  live  to  see 

Thy  eastern  pomp  renew  ? 
Or  must  I  bid  to  grief  and  thee 

A  long  and  last  adieu  ? 

This  beauteous  scene  that  charms  the  sight 
Of  health's  athletic  throng, 
P 


PIECES* 


I  view,  unconscious  of  delight, 

And  tune  a  mournful  song  ! 
t  • 

Back'd  by  a  thousand  pangs,  I  stray 
To  breathe  the-evening  air, 

But  peace  forsakes  my  lonely  way, 
And  sorrow  breeds  despair. 

Can  past  delights  a  charm  impart? 

Can  memory  soothe  my  woes  ?. 
No!  memory  wings  the  veriom'd  dart 

Which  adyerse  fortune  throws. 

But  hark  !  swee*  Philomel  complains  \ 

Oh  !  melody  divine ! 
Her's,  too,  are  melancholy  strain** 

But  softer  far  than  mine. 

Proceed,  lp,v'd  bird  !  thy  griefs  unfold, 
Nor  let  me  jaomn  alottf ; 
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To  hear  thy  woes  so  sweetly  told, 
I  e'en  forget  my  oren. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

Mr.  J4MES  GLENCROSS, 

OF    PLYMOUTH-DOCK. 


Quis  drsiderio  sit  ptidor,  ant  modus 
Tarn  can  capitis  ?  Pnecipe  lugubrcs 
Cantus,  Melpomene,  cui  Hquidam  pater 

\  occin  cum  citiiara  dedit. 

HOR,  OD.  xxiv. 


Friend  of  ray  youth  !  thus  young,  and  lov*d  full  dear  ! 
Like  a  fair  blossom  withered — may  this  tear 
Embalm  thy  memory!  And  if  verse  like  mine 
Could  round  thy  urn  a  wreath  of  glory  twine, 
As  fragrhrit  sweets  should  o'er  thy  ashes  bloom, 
As  ever  grac'd  a  kmg's  or  hero's  tomb. 
P  2 
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But  grief  enfeebles  fancy  ;  and,  depressed 
By  losses  deep,  and  ne'er  to  be  redress'd, 
On  drooping  willows  I  my  lyre  suspend, 
To  tell  each  passing  breeze  that  Glencross  was  my  friend. 


The  WOLF  and  the  LAME. 

Tyrants  who  wield  an  iron  rod, 
Whilst  nations  tremble  at  their  nod, 
Need  but  a  very  slight  pretence 
To  vent  their  rage  on  innocence. 

Where  the  clear  waters  of  a  fountain 
Ran  murmuring  down  a  rocky  mountain, 
Induc'd  by  summer's  sultry  weather, 
A  wolf  and  lambkin  met  together  ; 
The  wolf  had  scal'd  the  mountain's  brow, 
The  little  lambkin  drank  below. 
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"  Rascal !"  exclaim'd  the  fiend  of  slaughter, 
w  How  dare  you  thus  disturb  the  water? 
"  How  dare  you  thus,  with  impious  feet, 
"  Stir  up  the  mud,  and  foul  the  leat  £" 

"  Bless  me  P  the  simple  lamb  replied, 
As,  trembling,  he  the  monster  ey'd, 
"  Should  I,  good  Sir,  by  chance  pollute 
"  The  water  at  the  mountain's  foot, 
"  The  mud,  eluding  soon  the  view, 
"  Flows  down  from  me,  not  up  to  you" 

"  A  fig  for  that,  (the  tyrant  swore,) 
"  I  know  you  as  a  rogue  of  yore ; 
"  Some  six  months  since  (nay,  don't  deny  !) 
"  You  utter'd  many  a  wilful  lie, 
"  Much  to  my  honour's  degradation." 
The  innocent — all  palpitation — 
Assur'd  him  it  could  not  be  so, 
"  He  was  dot  born  six  months  ago." 
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V  :Not  boni,  you  wretch  !  it  matters  not, 
"  Your  father,  then,  was  in  the  plot." 
Thus  venting  vengeance  on  their  fleeces, 
He  tore  the  pretty  lamb  in  pieces. 


The  CROW  and  the  CHEESE. 

Once  on  a  time  (so  Esap  sings, 
*Mongst  other  most  facetious  things) 
The  wants  of  nature  to  appease, 
A  crow  purloin'd  a  lump  of  cheese, 
And,  on  a  tree  securely  seated, 
Began  voraciously  to  eat  it. 
Sly  Reynard  who,  with  longing  eyes, 
By  chance  beheld  the  tempting  prize, 
Thrice  lick'd  his  Jips,  by  hunger  press'd, 
And  thus  the  sable  thief  addressed  : 
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"  Dear  Madam  Crow  !  with  joy  I  greet 
*  A  bird  with  every  charm  replete  ! 
"  That  beauteous  form  !  that  noble  air ! 
"  Those  feathers — so  divinely  lair! 
"  And,  more  than  all,  thy  vocal  art 
"  In  love's  sw.eet  bondage  links  the  heart. 
"  Begin  then,  empress  of  the  throng  \ 
"  Begin  thy  spul-seducing  song." 

The  foolish  bird,  puffd  up  with  pride, 
Her  shape  with  fix'd  attention  ey'd, 
And  (bent  the  flattering  rogue  to  .please) 
Cry'd  "  caw,"  and  dropp'd  the  precious  cheese. 

Delighted  Reynard  seiz'd  his  prey, 

. 
Laugh'd  at  his  dupe,  and  scour'd  away. 

Ah,  lovely  nymph !  to  whom  belong 
The  poet's  heart,  and  poet's  song! 
In  this  a  faithful  image  find 
Of  flattery  on  the  female  m rod. 
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Oh  listen  not  when  puppies  swear 
Those  cheeks  are  fairest  of  the  fair ; 
Fen  whilst  they  talk  of  "  love  and  death/' 
The  wily  serpent  lurks  beneath, 
Impatient  to  ensnare  his  prey, 
And  bear  the  yielding  prize  away. 
But  if,  unmindful  of  my  strain, 
You  love  the  false,  insidious  train, 
If  still  their  treacherous  praises  please, 
Go  Ustet*— but  HOLD  FAST  THE  CHEESE. 


THE  TRUMPETER  TAKEN  PRISONER. 

A  luckless  trumpeter  in  battle  taken, 
Anxious,  if  possible,  to  save  his  bacon, 
As  high  th*  uplifted  sword,  with  slaughter  red, 
Prepared  to  ease  him  of  his  cares  and  head-— 
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"  Spare,  (he  exclaim'd)  a  harmless  captive  spnre  ! 
"  Behold,  defenceless,  no  dread  arms  I  bear, 
"  This  trumpet  only/'    "  Hold,  (the  foe  reply'd) 
"  That  hateful  trumpet  swells  the  crimson  tide; 
"  Its  horrid  notes  the  warrior's  rage  excite, 
"  And  stimulate  the  fury  of  the  fight." 
In  vain  the  man  of  music  urg'd  his  plea, 
The  man  of  War  perform'd  the  fate's  decree. 

What  tho'no  arms  sedition's  minions  wield, 
Their  venom'd  tongues  drive  thousands  to  the  field  ; 
With  plausive  speech  they  give  their  treachery  birth, 
'Till  the  spark  kindles,  and  the  flame  bursts  forth. 
And  thus  full  many  a  wretch,  in  private  lift?, 
Foments  and  glories  in  domestic  strife ; 
The  tongue  of  scandal,  skiil'd  in  impious  art, 
Subtly  conveys  its  poison  to  the  heart; 
In  friendly  guise  the  faithless  hag  is  dress'd, 
But  hides  a  deadly  viper  in  her  breast. 

Q 
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Too  oft, alas!  some  wretch,  like  this,  destroys 
Friendship's  calm  bliss,  and  love's  ecstatic  joys  ; 
Whelms  hope  and  peace  in  doubt's  uncertain  night, 
And  blasts  the  sweetest  blossoms  of  delight. 


NATURAL  PHILOSOPHY. 

Two  young  philosophers,  of  late, 
Held  a  most  violent  debate, 
About  which  moon  did  longest  last, 
Or  in  the  present  year  or  past ; 
But  when  some  reasons  were  dispatched, 
A  man,  in  wedlock  overmatch'd, 
Who  happen'd  to  be  standing  by, 
llemov'cl  their  warmth  by  this  reply; 
"  I'll  finish  your  disputing  soon — 
"  The  shortest  was  uiy  honey-moon. 


•'• 
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The  unhappy  Difference  between 
TWAS  and  TIS. 

When  first  I  wed,  what  joy  !  what  bliss  ! 
Twas  then  a  smile,  and  then  a  kiss, 

TWAS—"  Omnia  vincit  AMOR." 
But  now,  as  Peg  is  fond  of  brawls, 
And  children  make  ten  thousand  squalls, 

TIS — te  Omnia  vincit  CLAMOR." 


On  Dr.  Trapp's  Translation  of  Virgil. 

Virgil,  as  ancient  bards  have  told, 
The  dross  of  Ennuis  turn'd  to  gold, 
But  Trapp  has,  by  his  magic  pen, 
Turn'd  all  that  gold  to  dross  again. 
Q2 
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On  the  noisy  Electors  of  a  Member  of  Parliament,  in  the 
Borough  of  B . 

In  Persia,  by  ancient  historians  'tis  noted, 
A  king,  by  the  neighing  of  horses  was  voted  ; 
Hence  Britons,  whose  prudence  the  Persian  surpasses, 
Their  senators  choose  by  the  braying  of  asses. 


To  the  Elegy-Makers  on  Miss  Cowley. 

Ye  bards  of  Tiverton  !  no  more  defame, 

By  wretched  rhymes,  the  youthful  Cowley's  name 

The  subject  is  too  great  for  wits  like  you  ; 

Divide  it  then,  and  try  what  you  can  do. 

-* 

Take  the  first  k&lf.    I  fear  you  know  not  how 
To  write  an  elegy  upon  a  cow ! ' 
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EPITAPH 

ON    A    BEAUTIFUL    GIRL,   AGED    SEVENTEEN. 

Tho'  bless'd  with  beauty,  youth,  and  innocence, 
We  should  not  niourn  thy  swift  departure  hence. 
Two  vices  ow'd  their  origin  to  thee, 
From  which  the  human  mind  will  now  be  free; 
Females  no  longery*re£ — nor  men  adore — - 
IDOLATRY  and  ENVY  are  no  more. 


On  a  FANATIC  GLUTTON. 

Tis  impious,  as  St.  Paul  will  tell  ye, 
To  make  a  Godhead  of  the  belly  ; 
Hence  zealous  Will,  to  shun  that  evil, 
Makes  of  hi$  maw  the  very  Devil. 
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EPITAPH  m  a  MISANTHROPE. 
[FROM  THE  GREEK.] 

Here  lies  a  man  who,  from  his  birth, 
Of  Beelzebub  appeared  a  limb ; 

He  lik'd  no  man  upon  the  earth, 
And  no  man  on  the  earth  lik'd  him. 


AN  EPIGRAM. 


"  Poets  are  poor"  the  proverb  cries, 
But  here  we  prove  the  proverb  lies ; 
For  they  in  garrets  tune  their  lyre, 
And  certainly  no  men  live  higher. 
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4N  EPIGRAM. 


A  gentleman  passing  thro*  Chancery-lane, 
Was  stopped  by  a  lady  who  knock'd  on  the  pane, 
Whose  beautiful  face  so  attracted  his  eye, 
That  he  saw  not  a  rustic,  with  panniers,  come  I>y. 
The  clown  rudely  pressing  the  love-smitten  spark, 
It  gave  him  occasion  to  make  this  remark  : 
"  My  fate  is  like  Balaam's  in  this  narrow  pass, 
"  I  am  stopp'd  by  an  angd,  and  squeezed  by  an  ass' 


On  the  WINDOW-TAX. 

A    PARODY. 


Nature,  and  nature's  works  lay  fair  to  sight, 

George  said,  "  Let  Pitt  have  pow'r,"  and  all  was  night. 
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Consolation  for  neglected  Bards. 

In  vain  for  present  fame  you  wish  ! 

Your  person  first  must  be  forgotten  ; 
For  poets  are  like  stinking  fish, 

They  never  shine  'till  they  are  rotten. 


A  CHARADE. 


Who  is  not  my  first,  when  he  puts  round  the  bowl 
Is  a  dolt,  most  deservedly  reckoned  ; 

And  if  you're  inclined  to  discover  my  whole, 
Pray  make  a  good  use  of  my  second. 
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I've  weathcr'd  many  a  storm  severe, 
Breath'd  many  a  sigh,  shed  many  a  tear, 
Yet  still  my  varying  sorrows  pass'd, 
And  consolation  came  at  last. 
Launched  on  life's  tide-*all  sails- unfuiTd— 
We  press  towards  a  better  world, 
And  must,  as  righteous  Heav'n  decrees, 
Bear  every  change  of  winds  and  seas. 
On  huge  Atlantic  hillows  toss'd, 
To  each  fond  hope  of  safety  lost, 
The  seaman,  trembling  at  the  view, 
Bids  home,  and  friends,  and  life  adieu  ! 
But  when  the  troublous  waves  subside, 
When  cahn'd  the  wind,  and  hush'd  the  tide—- 
Joy, like  a  beam  of  orient  light, 
Bursts,  dazzling,  on  the  raptur'd  sight, 
R 
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He  mocks  his  fears,  so  fleetly  past, 
And  welcomes  home,  and  friends  at  last. 

I'll  ne'er  despond,  wbate'er  my  fate, 
Mercy  may  come,  however  late  ; 
Ah,  there's  an  ample  store  above, 
Treasur'd  in  God's  unbounded  love; 
And  since  I  know  that  blessing  there, 
The  storm  may  howl — I'll  not  despair. 


The  MYRTLE  and  SWEET  PEA. 

I  plac'd  in  my  bosom  a  myrtle  and  pea, 

Sweet  to  ally  but  a  thousand  times  sweeter  to  me; 

For  they  came,  (what  with  pleasure  and  pride  I  declare) 

They  came  from  the  hands  of  the  good  and  the  fair. 

Too  soon  droop'd  the  pea — the  most  beautiful  flower, 

The  delicate  child  of  a  fugitive  hour. 
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Too  soon  droop'd  the  pea  ;  while  the  myrtle,  unshorn 
Of  its  beauty,  still  breath'd  like  the  fragrance  of  morn  ; 
This  lesson  they  tell  me  —  "  that  she  who  inspire 
The  humblest,  perhaps,  but  sincerest  of  lyres, 
She's  the  pea  in  this  world,  (tho*  with  sorrow  perplex'cl) 
And  a  myrtle,  adorn'd  with  a  pea,  in  the  next. 


On  the  DEATH  of  ELI. I. \ 


P»(  hold  the  rose  !  sweet  queen  of  flowers, 
(Her  bosom  wash'd  in  dewy  showers) 
Adorns  and  scents  the  balmy  hours, 
And  much  resembles  Ellen. 

At  morn,  with  crimson  blushes  dy'd, 
She's  justly  term'd  the  summer's  pride. 
But  droops  and  fades  at  eventide, 
An  emblem  sad  of  Ellen. 
11  a 
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Soon  swept,  in. mournful  show'rs  away, 
Her  aromatic  leaves  decay ; 
And  thus  returns  to  native  clay 
The  lovely  form  of  Ellen. 

And  when  her  blooming  beauties  die, 
Her  od'rous  breath  ascends  on  high  ; 
Thus  mounts  (an  angel)  to  the  sky 
The  blissful  soul  of  Ellen. 


The  OLD  MAN  and  DEATH. 


A  poor  old  man,  weigh'd  down  with  care, 
CrawTd  forth  to  breathe  the  evening  air, 
And  conscious,  as  the  sun  shone  bright, 
That  chill  would  be  the  dews  of  night, 
He  search'd,  for  sticks,  the  forest  side, 
To  chear  his  hearth  at  eventide. 
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The  faggot  form'd,  with  much  ado, 
He  o'et  his  feeble  shoulder  threw  ; 
But  soon  (his  trivial  strength  exhausted) 
Down  on  a  verdant  bank  he  toss'd  it; 
And,  in  most  piteous  tone,  express'd 
The  anguish  of  his  aged  breast, 
He  call'd  on  death  !  and  bade  him  come, 
To  take  him  to  Ijis  last  long  home, 
Where,  after  all  misfortunes  past, 
The  weary  find  repose  at  last. 

His  voice  the  grisly  king  obey'd, 
And  came,  in  dreadful  pomp  array  'd  ; 
The  greybeard  saw  !  and,  trembling,  cry'd, 
(Shewing  the  faggot  at  his  side) 
"  Just  now,  your  worship  !  homeward  bound, 
"  As  scrambling.  o'er  this  rugged  ground, 
"  Down  fell  my  burthen  ;  and,  in  vain, 
"  I've  toil'd.to  lift  it  up  again, 
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"  And  seeing  your  honour  at  a  distance, 
"  I  thought  I'd  beg  your  kind  assistance." 

Impatient  thus  of  pain  and  grief, 
Man  seeks  a  desperate  relief, 
And  calls  on  death) — but  should  he  come, 
The  wretch  would  fain  be  not  at  home, 
Or,  pale  and  doubtful  what  to  say, 
Begs  he  would  call  another  day. 
Whatever  ills  assail  the  heart, 
True  virtue  acts  a  nobler  part ; 
Tho*  far  her  bark  appears  from  shore, 
Unmov'd  she  hears  the  tempest  roar, 
And  prays  not  to  be  wafted  thence, 
But  yields  the  helm  to  Providence. 
Kind  hope,  at  length,  from  Heav'n  descends, 
And  cheerfully  her  anchor  lends, 
Secured  by  which,  the  vessel  rides 
Safe  'mid  conflicting  winds  and  tides. 
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Thus  virtue  acts  !  and  blest  are  they 
Who  follow  where  she  leads  the  way. 


The  MAID  of  the  MOUNTAINS. 

On  the  hills  of  Carnarvon,  so  rugged  and  drear, 
Where  the  rude  storm  of  winter  blows  sullen  and  cold, 

Fair  Emma,  the  maid  of  the  mountains,  is  seen 

Like  a  poor  wasted  lamb  that  has  stray  'd  from  its  fold. 

But  where  are  the  roses  thatbloom'd  on  her  cheek  ? 

And  the  eyes  that  have  soften'd  the  anguish  of  care? 
The  roses,  alas  !  have  been  nipp'd  by  deceit, 

And  her  blue  eyes  are  dimm'd  with  the  tears  of  despair. 

Her  bosom,  that  glow'd  with  sensations  divine, 

heaves  with  remorse,  like  the  waves  of  the  deep, 
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As  cold  to  the  touch,  and  as  pale  to  the  eye, 
As  the  snow-drop  that  falls  on  the  brow  of  the  steep.- 

Full  oft  she  exclaims,  in  the  rage  ef  the  blast, 

t(  Roar  on,  ye  fierce  winds,  thro'  the  storm-troubled  ah  f 

"  Descend,  ye  chill  drops,  on  this  comfortless  breast, 
<(  And  cool  the  fierce  frenzy  that  tortures  me  there, 

"  Ah  man !  cruel  man  !  to  your  falsehood  I  owe 
"  The  pangs  which  incessantly  pre^  on  my  heart ; 

"  You  found  me  in  peace,  but  have  left  me  to  mourn, 
f<  And  curse  the  dark  wiles  of  ungenerous  art. 

"  Go — go,  ye  felltyrants  !  your  vices  pursue, 
"  And  triumph  o'er  bosoms  as  simple  as  mine  ; 

"  But  know,  base  deceivers,  a  Judge  will  appear, 
fc  Whose  arm  is  Almighty,  whose  justice  divine." 

Thus  oft  would  she  grieve  on  the  hills  of  the  north, 
Till  aroused  from  her  woe  by  the  shepherd's  soft  lute  ; 
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When  swift,  wing'd  with  terror,  she  trembled  at  man, 
And  fled  like  a  roe  from  the  hunter's  pursuit. 

Methinks,  hapless  nymph  !  I  still  gaze  on  thy  flight, 
As  fear  drives  thee  high  on  the  mountain's  bleak  brow  ; 

While  my  heart  sighs  a  ourse  on  the  treacherous  wretch 
That  could  nip  such  a  beautiful  blossom  as  thou. 

One  night  (so  superstition  tells) 
A  sage  that  on  Carnarvon  dwells, 
The  mourner  saw,  with  care  oppressed, 
And  thus  the  timid  maid  address'd  : 

€S  Stay,  gentle  lady  !  stay, 

"  The  wind  blows  fierce,  the  torrents  pour, 
"  The  white  waves  thunder  oa  the  shore, 

"  And  darkness  shrouds  the  way. 

"  Thou  seem'st  so  deadly  pale, 
"  O  lad)  fair !  so  wrapt  in  grief, 
S 
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"  I  fain  would  yield  thy  soul  relief, 
"  And  screen  thee  from  the  gale. 

e<  Shun  not  my  lowly  door, 

"  A  hermit's  couch,  a  hermit's  fare 
*  May  soothe  awhile  thy  bosom's  care, 

"  Thy  wasted  strength  restore." 

But  as  he  spoke,*the  Torm 
That  mov'd  his  heart  with  piteous  sighs, 
Thrice  shriek'd,  thrice  pointed  to  the  skies, 

And  vanished  in  the  storm. 


The  TWO  FROGS. 


When  summer  suns  illum'd  the  sky, 
And  every  Naiad's  urn  was  dry, 
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In  warm  pursuit  of  pond  or  brook, 
Two  parching  frogs  a  journey  took, 
And,  after  a  long  and  sad  excursion, 
Chanc'd  on  a  spot  for  their  immersion — 
A  tempting  well !  but  then,  so  deep, 
The  doubtful  reptiles  fear'd  to  leap. 

u  Bless  me,  (says  one)  this  spring  appear. 
"  The  best  I've  seen  these^ many  years, 
"  And  tho'  so  deep,  'tis  wise  to  share 
"  Its  treasures,  unmolested,  there." 

"  True,  friend  !  (his  brother  frog  replied) 
"  But  should  Mi's  spring  be  also  dried, 
"  Solve,  ere  you  jump,  this  simple  doubt, 
"  Who'll  lend  a  ladder  to  get  outT 

In  all  affairs,  however  small, 
Precaution  thus  should  govern  all; 
S  g 
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And  chiefly  ere  you  pilfer  honey 

From  the  deep  cup  of  matrimony, 

Lest  clogg'd  your  wings  should  .chance  to  be, 

And  then  farewell  to  liberty  ! 

Would  you  be  blest,  this  counsel  keep, 

And  wisely  "  look  before  you  leap." 


TO  THE  PATRONS 

OF  THE  ASYLUM  FOR  FEMALE  PENITENTS, 

AT    PLYMOUTH. 

Tho'  urged  by  nobler  motives  than  applause, 
Ye  generous  patrons  of  a  pious  cause, 
The  strain  refuse  not,  which  compassion  pours, 
Warm  from  a  heart  in  unison  with  your's. 

When  tempted  virtue,  in  some  fatal  hour, 
Sinks,  the  sad  victim  of  seduction's  power, — 
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When  dove-ey'd  modesty,  (the  sex's  boast, 
The  simple  witchcraft  that  endears  them  most)  . 
When  these  arc  fled,  and  infamy  uprears 
Its  snaky  crest,  bedew'd  with  parent's  tears, — 
Sweet  is  the  Heav'n  applauded  task,  and  fraught 
With  joys  and  blessings,  ample  beyond  thought, 
Of  those  who  love  thro"  sorrow's  paths  to  roam, 
And  gently  lead  repentant  wand'rers  home. 

Of  all  life's  complicated  ills,  the  worst, 
And  that  which  challenges  compassion  first, 
Is  prostitution  !     Oh,  how  bleeds  the  heart, 
To  view  those  cheeks,  once  unadorn'd  by  art, 
Those  cheeks  where  health  its  freshest  roses  spread, 
Now  lost  to  shame,  and  every  beauty  fled  ! 
To  hear  that  tongue,  whose  cadence  once  divine, 
Might  melt  a  heart  less  prone  to  love  than  mine, 
To  hear  it  oft,  with  blasphemies  most  dread, 
Invoke  perdition  on  the  guilty  head  ! 
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Blot,  blot  the  thought  for  ever  from  my  soul, 
And  o'er  it  let  oblivion's  ocean  roll ! 

Ah  I  when  a  few  poor  fleeting  hours  have  pass'd, 
And  death  absorbs  the  vital  pow'rs  at  last, 
Wben  to  the  eye  eternity  expands, 
A  boundless  region  of  untravell'd  lands- 
Say  \  what  black  horrors  !  what  unheard  of  woes  ! 
Will  flash  amazement  on  the  breasts  of  those, 
To  whom,  while  link'd  in  sin's  coercive  chain, 
The  Gospel's  planet  shed  its  beams  in  vain. 
Reflection  awful !  yet  when  vice  prevails, 
And  spreads,  to  fashion's  gusts,  her  shattered  sails, 
The  muse,  obedient  to  the  voice  of  truth, 
Wafts  the  dread  tidings  to  misguided  youth, 
The  tidings  of  irrevocable  doom — 
Of  death,  of  judgment,  and  a  world  to  come ! 

Oh,  persevere,  nor  grudge  the  weighty  care ! 
Ye  liberal  guardians  of  the  erring  fair ! 
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Spread  wide  tin;  asylum's  doors !  and  may  ye  view 
The  gates  of  Heav'n  as  widely  spread  for  you! 


A  SONG. 


Mount  Edgcurnbe  !  adieu  to  thy  bowers ! 

Of  my  juvenile  pastimes  the  theme! 
When  spring  had  adorn'd  thee  with  flowers, 

And  my  heart,  like  the  sky,  was  serene. 

How  oft  with  the  nymph  I  adore, 
Have  I  wander'd  thy  mazes  along, 

While  the  waves  gently  broke  on  the  shore, 
And  thy  groves  were  the  regions  of  song. 

But  those  groves  are  now  leafless  and  drear, 
And  mute  is  their  music  divine : 
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Yet  their  fate,  I  confess  with  a  tear, 
'Is  far  less  afflicting  than  mine. 

For  soon  will  a  season  return, 
Their  music  and  bloom  to  restore> 

Whilst  J,  in  despondency,  mourn 

For  the  joys  that  must  chear  me  wo  more. 


REFLECTIONS, 

• 

OCCASIONED    BY   THE   SUDDEN    DEATH    OF    MISS   C- 

Thoughtless  the  young  and  giddy  seem 

Of  life's  unknown  duration, 
Indulging  every  idle  dream 

Of  fancy's  fond  creation. 

Ideal  pleasures  they  pursue, 
And,  hopes  deceitful,  cherish, 
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Till  sorrow  intercepts  their  view, 
And  their  illusions  perish. 

Till  death  strikes  some  unlook'd  for  UQW, 

Reflection  is  averted, 
But  then  they  feel  as  I  do  now, 

Distress'd  and  disconcerted. 

True  wisdom  acts  a  nobler  part, 

Less  liable  to  sorrow, 
Impressing  on  the  virtuous  heart 

Bright  hopes  beyond  to-morrow. 

Yes,  far  beyond  !  beyond  the  skies, 
And  life  and  earth's  existence — 

Hopes  that  delight  the  Christian's  eyes, 
Seen  from  whatever  distance. 

Hopes  that  invigorate  the  breast, 
When  doom'd  from  life  to  sever ; 
T 
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That  give  each  present  joy  a  zest, 
And  happiness  for  ever. 

Such  solemn  musings  oft  arise, 
But  prove  of  short  duration, 

for  youth  some  gayer  thoughts  supplies, 
Some  happier  avocation. 

With  judgments  warp'd  by  selfish  viewu 
Our  fleeting  days  we  measure, 

And  all  our  apprehensions  lose 
Jn  one  sweet  draught  of  pleasure. 


To  LAVHA, 

ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  WINTER. 

The  flow'rs  are  all  wither'd  at  last, 
The  summer-fly  flutters  no  more, 
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And  the  visitant  swallow  is  pass'd 
To  the  beams  of  a  happier  shore. 

No  longer  I  stray  thro'  the  vale, 

Since  the  health-yielding  zephyrs  subside  ; 
Since  loud  howls  the  boisterous  gale, 

And  fierce  rolls  the  billowy  tide. 

Yet  still  have  I  pleasure  in  store, 

Which  winter  can  never  destroy, 
While  the  muse  hangs  a  wreath  at  my  door, 

Even  winter  shall  witness  my  joy. 

Yes  !  love  shall  enliven  the  strain 

With  a  vigour  which  love  only  knows, 

And  fancy  shall  gladden  each  plain, 

With  the  bloom  and  the  sweets  of  the  rose. 

Dear  Laura !  whilst  thou  art  my  theme, 
I  shall  never  lament  my  decree ; 
T  -2 
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Even  winter  shall  pass  like  a  tiream, 
And  thy  smiles  form  a  summer  for  me. 


ZIMMERMAN'S  COTTAGE, 

A  ROMANTIC  RETREAT,  NEAR  PENZANCE. 

Ye  frivolous  vict-i*ns  of  fashion  and  pride, 

The  scenes  of  your  madness  allure  me  no  more, 

The  scenes  where  con  tent  ion  and  uproar  abide, 
Like  the  turbulent  billows  that  burst  on  the  shore. 

To  Zimmerman's  cottage,  lovxl  haunt  of  repose, 
Be  itir»ine  with  the  friends  of  my  heart  to  repair, 

To  mark  the  bright  glory  of  day's  purple  close, 
And  list  to  the  warbler  that  welcomes  us  there. 

But  avaunt  all  ye  vain  from  this  sacred  retreat, 

I  Nor  dissolve,  by  your  follies,  the  charms  of  its  spell ; 
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And  mute  be  the  flattering  tongue  of  deceit, 
In  the  spot  where  content  and  serenity  dwell. 

Here  virtue  alone  claims  the  freedom  to  rove, 
Whether  aided  by  fortune,  or  destin'd  to  grieve, 

Whether  urg'd  by  the  impulse  of  friendship  or  love, 
Here  virtue  alone  shall  a  welcome  receive. 

Oh,  peace-yielding  cottage  !  to  solitude  dear, 
What  dv lights  in  thy  simple  inclosure  abound  ! 

Where  the  numbers  of  melody  steal  on  the  ear, 
And  the  balm-breathing  zephyr  sighs  gently  around, 

I  pray  not,  ye  pow'rs !  for  the  splendour  of  wealth, 
Nor  the  sceptre  of  empire  to  heighten  my  bliss; 

But  grant  me  the  sweets  of  contentment  and  health, 
And  just  swch  a  snug  little  dwelling  as  this. 
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To  LAURA. 


Is  there  no  remedy — not  one, 
When  a  poor  suff'rer's  heart  is  gone, 
To  bid  the  pangs  of  passion  cease, 
And  whisper  to  the  bosom  "  peace  ?" 


You  ask  me  what  is  love  ?  I  know, 
But  can't  my  thoughts  impart; 

Tis  what  you  made,  some  time  ago, 
A  present  to  my  heart. 


If  still  inquisitive  you  prove, 
To  that  fond  heart  repair  ; 

You  have  it,  and  will  find  of  love 
The  best  description  there. 
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BEAUTY's  SMILE. 

At  beauty's  shrine  I  humbly  wait 
To  pay  my  faithful  homage  there, 

Resolv'd  to  shun  the  scourge  of  fate, 
And  blunt  the  venom'd  barb  of  care. 

Ah  !  who  can  beauty's  smile  disdain, 
Or  check  the  flame  of  fond  desire  ? 

What  heart  can  scorn  the  thrilling  pain, 
Which  woman's  magic  charms  inspire  ? 

Whilst  some  in  dull  indifference  pine, 
Or  sip  the  stream  which  Bacchus  pours; 

The  nectar  of  the  lip  be  mine, 
The  sigh  of  her  my  soul  adores. 

These,  as  the  varying  seasons  roll, 
Tuese  only  shall  my  hours  beguile  9 
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For  what  can  charm  the  pensive  soul 
Like  beauty's  love-inspiring  smile  ? 


The  COMPLAINT. 

How  tedious  the  moments  appear, 
My  pleasures  how  fleeting  and  few  ! 

No  scenes  have  the  power  to  cheer, 
Since  Lavinia  has  bade  them  adieu. 

If  I  stray  through  the  walks  of  the  grove, 
Remembrance  renews  my  despair, 

When  I  think  on  the  raptures  of  love 
I  have  tasted  so  frequently  there. 

At  eve  to  the  village  I  fly 
To  blend  with  the  mirth-loving  train, 
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But  soon  for  Laviuia  [  sigh, 

And  burst  from  their  pleasures  again. 

Such  wretchedness  tortures  my  breast, 
That  sleepless  I  constantly  mourn, 

Adieu,  then,  for  ever  to  rest, 
Till  death — or  Lavinia's  return. 


TUK  SV.ISQNS. 


«  Jovis  omnia  plena."— VIRG.  ECL.  3. 

«  These  as  they  change,  Almighty  Father !  these 
Are  but  the  varied  God  !    The  rolling  year 

Is  full  of  Thee." 

THOMSON'S  HVMN. 


Thy  love  and  mercy,  gracious  Lord  ! 
In  ev'ry  change  we  see ; 

U 
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What  cause  the  varying  months  afford 
Of  gratitude  to  Thee! 

At  Thy  command  the  prospects  wear 

A  garb  of  richest  dye, 
Where  all  is  music  to  the  ear, 

And  beauty  to  the  eye. 

The  tempest  slumbers  in  the  north, 

And  ev'ry  breeze  is  balm, 
While  Spring  conducts  abundance  forth, 

'Midst  Heav'n's  ethereal  calm. 

The  clouds  drop  fatness  o'er  the  land, 
And  rear  unnumbered  flowers; 

Where'er  we  look,  where'er  we  stand, 
We  view  thy  bounteous  powers. 

Nor  less  when  Summer  heats  descend, 
My  soul  thy  love  perceives  ^ 
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The  trees  a  cooling  umbrage  lend 
Beneath  their  trembling  leaves. 

Refreshing  zephyrs  fan  the  scene, 

And  evening  dews  distill, 
To  paint  the  earth  with  lively  green, 

And  feed  the  parching  rill. 

A  mossy  couch  for  soft  repose 

On  every  bank  we  find, 
Where  many  a  tinkling  streamlet  flows, 

And  soothes  the  pensive  mind. 

And  oh  !  of  love,  how  great  a  test 

Luxuriant  Autumn  yields  ! 
When  Ceres  throws  her  golden  vest 

Around  the  waving  fields ! 

The  branching  vine's  entangling  shoots 
Their  purple  gifts  bestow  ; 
U  * 
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And  trees,  weigh'd  down  by  mellow  fruits, 

With  bright  vermillion  glow. 

i 

Behold  the  busy  swains  prepare 
To  bring  their  treasures  home, 

And  hoard  them  up,  with  anxious  care, 
For  seasons  yet  to  come. 

At  length  unruly  Winter  low'rs, 
And  clouds  obscure  the  plains, 

Exhausted  earth,  from  plenteous  showers, 
Her  genial  strength  regains. 

And  when,  O  Lord  !  the  tempests  rouse, 

Thy  greatness  I  explore  ; 
The  monarch  of  the  forest  bows, 

And  mountain-billows  roar. 

Whene'er,  by  chance,  I  turn  my  face 
To  heav'n,  to  earth,  or  sen, 
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Still  something  wonderful  I  trace 
That  lifts  my  soul  to  Thee. 

Sufficient  witness  of  Thy  power 

Abounds  in  every  sod  ; 
The  meanest  fly,  the  humblest  flower, 

Proclaims  its  Maker— GOD  ! 


ISABEL. 


When  evening,  pois'd  on  purple  wings, 

Her  halcyon  reign  renews, 
And  o'er  the  glowing  hamlet  flings 

Her  softly-blending  hues ; 
Inspired  by  love  I  fondly  stray 

Around  yon  woodland  dell, 


158  MISCELLANEOUS    PIECES. 

And  sigh  the  fleeting  hours  away 
With  charming  Isabel. 

Since  first  she  mourn'd  her  parents  dead, 

She  looks  so  sadly  pale, 
That  oft  I  call  the  drooping  maid 

The  lily  of  the  vale. 
And  when,  unknown  to  guileful  art, 

My  ardent  love  I  tell, 
"  Fond  youth  (she  cries)  thou  soon  must  part 

"  With  hapless  Isabel. 

u  Around  those  poplars  blighted  stem 

€e  A  fragrant  woodbine  grew  ; 
"  But  the  fierce  blast  that  withered  them, 

"  Has  nipp'd  the  woodbine  too. 
u  Thus,  bound  by  pure  affection's  tie, 

«  With  friends  belov'd,  1  fell, 
ft  And  where  their  mould 'ring  relics  lie, 

"  Must  lie  poor  Isabel. 
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"  Go  seek,  my  friend,  the  town-bred  fair, 

"  Where  mirth  and  health  reside, 
"  And  sink  thy  pond'rous  load  of  care 

"  In  pleasure's  fairy  tide. 
"  Go — let  thy  transient  sorrows  cease, 

"  For  soon  the  funeral  knell 
€t  Shall  warn  to  scenes  of  endless  peace 

•"  Thy  hapless  Isabel/' 


Ah  no  !  my  love  !  I  ne'er  can  go, 

I  ne'er  can  leave  thy  charms ; 
Not  fate,  that  strikes  the  deadly  blow, 

Shall  tear  thee  from  my  arms. 
I'll  be,  when  thou  reclin'st  in  death, 

The  partner  of  thy  cell, 
And  find  (what  life  denied)  beneath 

The  tomb  of  Isabel, 
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LINES 

COMPOSED  ON  THE  SEA-SHORE, 

Not  long  ago,  in  thoughtful  mood, 
Beside  the  ocean's  verge  I  stood, 
And,  musing,  with  my  finger  trac'd 
Some  figures  on  the  sandy  waste; 
But  soon  the  tide,  with  solemn  roar, 
Hurl'd  forth  its  billows  on  the  shore, 
And,  rushing  o'er  the  lonely  strand, 
Effac'd  the  marks,  and  smoothed  the  sand. 

Alas  !  I  cried,  in  this  I  find 
An  emblem  of  my  sinful  mind  ; 
When  fortune  frowns,  and  friends  depart. 
Grief  writes  a  lesson  on  my  heart, 
And  wounded  by  affliction's  rod, 
I  lift  my  harassed  thoughts  to  God, 
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But  when  the  tide  begins  to  turn, 
Griefs  soul-alarming  truths  I  spurn, 
And  pleasure's  waves,  in  quick  succession, 
Soon  wash  away  the  faint  impression. 


LINES, 

WRITTEN  ON  NEW  YEAR'S  DAY,  I8i0. 

Another  circling  year  is  fled, 

And  still  to  grief  a  prey, 
A  cypress  garland  twines  my  head, 

And  thorns  obstruct  my  way. 
My  piteous  plaint  in  vain  I  pour, 
And  sigh  for  sorrows  known  no  more. 

Fond  love,  that  smil'd  on  happier  hours, 
Proves  fugitive  at  last, 
X 
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He  sees  where  pleasure  strews  her  flow'rs, 

Secure  from  sorrow's  blast, 
And,  bent  the  alluring  sweets  to  share, 
Spreads  his  white  plumes,  and  settles  there. 

Thus  friendship,  false  and  frail  alike, 

Alike  resolv'd  to  roam, 
Marks  where  the  shafts  of  anguish  strike, 

And  flies  the  chearless  dome. 
Both,  at  the  first,  may  faithful  seem, 
But  vanish  like  a  morning  dream. 

Yet  consolation  still  have  I, 
Which  earth  can  ne'er  impart, 

As  gazing  on  yon  azure  sky, 
This  truth  elates  my  heart — 

ts  There  is  a  balm  for  every  care, 

"  And  fate  conducts  me  swiftly  there.* 


MISCELLANEOUS    PIECES.  lG3 


The  WIDOWED  THRUSH. 


The  dew  bad  pcaifd  the  flowr  y  vale, 
And  parting  was  the  orb  of  day, 

When,  mournful,  to  the  evening  gale, 
A  thrush  pour'd  fortb  this  roundelay  : 


Farewell  to  the  shades  of  the  grove  ! 

To  the  scenes  where  we  cheerfully  met ! 
Farewell  to  the  warblings  of  love, 

To  the  joys  I  shall  never  forget ! 


Thy  sons;  ibat  has  cbarm'd  me  so  oft, 
Will  no  longer  such  transport  inspire— 

A  song,  so  entrancing  and  soft, 
That  a  seraph  itself  might  admire. 

X  e 
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Ah  why,  cruel  man,  dost  thon  prove 

A  tyrant  o'er  creatures  so  frail? 
Why  check  the  soft  warblings  of  love 

Which  enliven'd  the  hill  and  the  vale  ? 

That  hill  and  that  vale  when  I  view, 

My  feelings  fresh  anguish  sustain, 
While  I  think  of  the  pleasures  I  knew, 

When  my  mate  chear'd  their  haunts  with  a  strain, 

Those  haunts  are  now  sileut  and  drear, 

No  longer  their  charms  yield  relief; 
Ev'ry  primrose  is  moist  with  a  tear, 

Ev'ry  hreeze  wafts  the  tidings  of  grief. 

Then,  farewell  to  the  shades  of  the  grove, 
To  the  scenes  where  we  cheerfully  met ! 

Farewell  to  the  warhlings  of  love, 
To  the  joys  I  shall  never  forget. 
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A  SONNET, 

TO    MISS    II ,    OF    FALMOUTH. 


Performing  still  a  pilgrimage  of  sorrow, 

Thro*  time's  dark  vale  I  bend  my  devious  way ; 
No  hope  illumes  the  prospect  of  to-morrow, 

No  pleasure  wings  the  moments  of  to-day. 

. 

Whelm'd  in  a  chaos  of  hewildering  fears, 
No  more  my  soul  a  peaceful  refuge  finds; 

Youth's  fading  blossoms  are  bedcw'd  with  tears, 
And  all  their  fragrance  scattcr'd  by  the  winds. 

Yet  memory  oft  a  fleeting  charm  supplies, 

(Like  winter's  sun-shine.,  or  the  meteor's  blaze) 

As  to  my  view  her  fairy  visions  rise, 

Visions  of  brighter  scenes,  and  happier  days! 
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Days,  when  I  stray 'd  by  fair  Augusta's  side, 
Where  proud  Pendennis  tovv'rs  above  the  tide, 


The  TRAVELLERS  and  the  BEAR. 

Caleb  and  Jack,  ordain'd  to  stray 

Far  thro'  a  forest's  devious  way, 

Swore  that,  should  danger  threat  their  backs, 

They'd  stick  as  tight  as  cooler's  wax ; 

That  each  to  each  would  lend  assistance, 

As  long,  dear  friends !  as  they'd  existence. 

The  contract  form'd,  the  march  began, 

When  furious  from  a  thicket  ran 

A  hungry  bear — intent  to  make 

His  dinner  on  a  Christian  steak. 

What  did  the  travellers?  Why  Jack 
Popp'd  off  (as  folks  say)  in  a  crack, 
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And  climb'd,  as  swift  as  monkey  could, 
The  loftiest  tree  in  all  the  wood. 


Poor  Caleb,  form'd  of  heavier  clay, 
Knew  'twas  in  vain  to  run  away, 
And,  wisely  pondering  on  his  case, 
Stretch'd  himself  snugly  on  his  face; 
Knowing  that  bears,  like  Jews  devout, 
Turn  from  all  carcases  their  snout, 
Resolv'd  their  paunches  shall  be  fill'd 
With  nought  but  what  themselves  have  kill'd. 

Thus  Bruin,  ere  he  touch'd  his  dinner, 
Smelt  sagely  at  the  prostrate  sinner, 
And  deeming  him  in  earnest  dead, 
Sought  some  fresh  dainty  in  his  stead. 

All  danger  o'er,  Jack,  full  of  glee, 
Skipp'd  down  as  he  skipped  up  the  tree, 
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And  askM  his  friend — his  friend  so  dear! 
What  Bruin  whisper'd  in  his  ear  ? 
"  He  whisper'd  (Caleb  said)  too  true, 
u  A  lesson  I  have  learnt  from  you — 
"  That  friendship  oft  in  interest  ends, 
"  And  cowards  are  the  worst  of  friends" 


On  the  BJTTLE  of  MONDtiGO. 


The  battle  o'er  at  close  of  day, 
I  saw  the  form  of  victory, 

Elate  with  noble  pride ; 
She  spread  her  pinions  stain'd  with  blood, 
And  lav'd  them  in  Mondego's  flood, 

And  ciirason'd  o'er  the  tide. 
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But  when,  with  exultation  fir'd, 
To  conquest's  honours  she  aspir'd, 

When  fame  a  garland  gave, 
The  nymph,  to  British  valour  just, 
Sought,  with  a  sigh,  her  hero's  dust, 

And  plac'd  it  on  his  grave. 

Yes,  Smith  !  to  thce  the  boon  was  given, 
The  proudest  boon  on  this  side  Heaven, 

And  thou  descrv'dst  it  well ; 
But  not  for  thee  alone  this  lot, 
The  laurel's  sprig  shall  grace  the  spot, 

Where  ev'ry  warrior  fell. 

Ye  brave  !  who  slumber  in  "  that  bourne 
From  whence  no  travellers  return," 

May  angels  guard  your  rest! 
Tho'  no  proud  stone  your  worth  impart, 
You'll  find  a  tomb,  outvying  art, 

In  every  Briton's  breast* 
Y 
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AN  EXTEMPORE  EFFUSION, 

On  hearing  that  Lord  De  Dunstanville  forwarded  Captain  Burgh 

with  his  Dispatches,  relative  to  the  Battle  of  Mondego,  in  a 

Chariot  and  Four,  from  Port  real  h  to  Truro. 


Dunstanville,  with  that  patriot  worth 

Which  dignifies  his  name, 
To  waft  his  country's  glory  forth, 

Lent  fleeter  wings  to  fame. 

The  goddess,  with  exulting  mind, 
Her  pinions  stretch'd  with  speed, 

But,  grateful,  left  a  quill  behind 
To  register  the  deed. 

YVrithjoy  that  envied  quill  I  found, 
Tho'  much  I  wish'd  the  prize 

Some  loftier  bard's,  that  he  might  sound 
Such  triumph  to  the  skies. 
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But  tuneless  tho'  my  numbers  prove, 
Yet  so  august  the  theine, 

Cornubia,  for  th'e  subject's  love, 
Those  numbers  may  esteem. 


A  TRIBUTARY  SONNET, 

TO  HIS  LORDSHIP. 


Tear  not,  my  Lord  !  the  venal  muse  I  spurn, 
That  pours  her  fustian  on  the  sick'ning  ear, 

That  bids  the  manly  cheek  with  blushes  burn, 
Or  gems  the  eye  of  beauty  with  a  tear. 

Perish  the  flatterer's  art!  The  task  be  mine, 

The  palm  to  yield,  where  plausive  strains  belong. 

To  seek  intrinsic  merit  sucb  as  thine, 

And  make  it  praise  the  magic  of  my  song. 
Y  2 
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When  leugth'ning  years  from  memory's  tablet  rase 
This  lowly  verse,  and  tributes  more  sublime, 

Firm  shah  thou  stand  on  lame's  unshaken  base, 
In  bold  defiance  to  the  shafts  of  time, 

Coeval  with  Mondego's  heroes  shine — 
The  crown  of  valour  their's — of  virtue,  thine. 


THE  FIN4LE, 


OCCASIONED    BY    SEEDING    OFF    THE    LAST    MSS.    SHEET    TO    TJIE 
PRINTER. 

ADDRESSED  TO  LAURA. 


Well  !  Laura  !  since  our  toils  are  past, 
And  hope  is  realized  at  last, 
Since  /  no  more  invoke  the  muse, 
Nor  you,  with  patient  eye,  peruse, 
Intent  to  give  ambition  force, 
And  check  eacji  error  in  its  course, 
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Let  critics,  with  imperious  sway, 
Shed  venom  on  my  plaintive  lay ; 
Let  snakes,  with  envious  fangs,  molest 
The  doves  that  form'd  the  muse's  nest; 
I  shrink  not  from  the  troubler's  frown, 
Since  blest  with  undeserved  renown  ; 
What  Laura,  with  a  smiie,  surveys, 
Aspires  to  no  superior  praise; 
Her  smile  alone  will  glory  give, 
And  bid  the  humblest  poet  live. 

Since  then  our  fragrant  wreath  is  wove, 
Take,  ere  \vc  quit  the  sacred  grove, 
This  last  sweet  flowV !  and  may  ii  bloom, 
'Till  fate  consigns  me  to  the  tomb! 
Then!  oh,  bedew  it  with  a  tear, 
And  place  the  drooping  blossom  there. 


THE  END. 


ERRATA 

Page  41.— For  "  And  thou  fair  moon,  tlic  earth's  sattdlit.^' 
Read— "  And  thou  fair  moon,  earth's  changeful  sattellite." 

Page  109,  line  3,  for  «  prince's  poor,"  read  "  prince's  rfoor.* 

At  the  conclusion  of  the  Ballad  entitled  William  and  Mary,  page  79, 
add  the  following  stanzas : 

He  said — and  lo  his  struggling  soul 

Burst  its  frail  bonds  of  chy, 
And  soar'd,  with  joy  seraphic  blest, 

To  realms  of  endless  day. 

No  more  fresh  scenes  of  earthly  bliss 

Let  mortal  hope  create, 
For  man  is  blind  and  frail  at  best, 

And  dark  the  ways  of  fate. 

To  gain  some  fancied  happiness, 

He  wastes  his  fleeting  years, 
But  when  he  thinks  to  grasp  the  prize 

The  phantom  disappears. 

Thus  have  I  seen  a  sportive  child 

A  bubble  oft  pursiu*, 
As  eagerly  as  I  have  bliss, 

And  just  as  vainly  too. 


LANGDON,  PRINTER,  SHERBORNfc 
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